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PROLOGUE TO THIRD EDITION. 


Behold the ancient fairy wood. 

Oil. scent of linden blossom 1 

The wondrous fulness of the moon 
Has all eiiihralled my bosom ' 

Onward 1 went, and as I went 
Above me music souudecl, 

It was the nightingale who sang 
Of love, and lovers wounded. 

She sang of love and lovers’ wounds, 

Of laughter and of weeping; 

Her joy such sorrow, her soVis such joy, 
0*er me past dreams came sweeping. 

Onward I went, and as I went 
Before my eyes rose stable 

A castle huge on a wide-built square 
With many a toweling gable 



PKOLOOUE TO THTRO EDtTlON. 


% 


Ti^hp wiiulows cloml, and silcne<? 

And mourning ovprywliere: 

It seeinod as if mut*e, si lout J)enth 
Himself inuHt dwell in their*. 

A sphinx lay at the gate. Of dreads 
Ami joys a laingJeci eieatiire ; 
l.itm It was ill body and claws. 

Woman in breasts and feature 

A woman fair! IJer wan look showed 
Desire past stint or measure, 

Slie enived her spe{*chlesR lips and smiled 
A pledge i>i silent jiltsasnre 

Alas ’ how should I lniu» withstand * 

'riie nightmgale sang inijiaHsioned, 

And ns I kissed the heaill eons faro 
AJy destiny was fa^^hioaed 

'I’he uinihle hosoin Woke to life. 

The stone ^g.ui groainm* and hnuiing. 
Slie diank in the Iknmng the of my kiss 
With ^'COTched and |>u<*hin<j yearning. 

She diaiTusl the hr(*ath fioiu out luy breast, 
And loi wild lii^t nnpeiious- 

She tt>re mv liosh with hei lion'’- rlaw^ 

« 

In an einhiaeo dtdnions 



TO rmav iouwn. 

•/> 

Oh, ^^uisrte I oh, rapiuxoUiS pinn ^ 

' and hortQi uneadiug I 

il'ai: while those kn>«es give bliBs undreamt ^ 

- ^ Theee claws u\y flesh are tending i 

And the nighlini'<d( hiiii? '‘Oh, Iuv»Jy splunx^ 
Oh, Love, be thou (ouit.-'timg 
Why thou must iiuugle pangs of death 
With tbv supieniest blostiug 

'H)h, lovely splnn\ ’ do anbwei me 
Thib Woudioub iiddle bolviug 
Which 1 throughout iht niyjiad jeoib 
Am hopelobbly itvolviiiL, 


That might all ha’\( been said ^MV udl in plain 
pros* Hut if one gooh ovu one's oUl j^u^ms again 
with a view of giving them a ftw ailditioual hii<*‘ 
by tin help of a iiew iinpiebsum theic (ie<ps ovti 
one nn|>eiooplibl} ihe singling hubu of metie and 

isfeoiwnco and behold' it ib with veiaes tint I 

• 

opLii this thud edition of the ‘ Book of Songs ” 
0 l^hadms Apollo^ it these veises aie bad, thou 
wilt easily toigivc me Foi tliou ait an omiiib- 
cieiit god, and thou knowest will enough why it ib 
Umt 1 have not been able now (oi ‘^o many yoaio to 
busy myself special]) with metic and tho twang of 



vitt matmm tq third bditioh, 

J 

\ 

words. . . * Thou kuowesl why the Iktiie, 
once amufied the world with brilliant tirework% was 
forced of a sudden to be used for more serious eon- 
tiagrations, Thou kuowust why that flam0 id now 
consuming my heart iu silent piu>«»iui). Thou undei^ 
ftUndest me, thou great, heuutjhil god, since thou In 
like maimur iiast somt^times e^kfhaaged the golden 
lyre for the stout b<)W ami the deadly arrows! Dont 
thou not ttmiembcr Miusyns, whom thou strippedst 
a]ivt‘ f That indeed is long and a similar ejcample 
has again become net^essai). Thoii smilest, on my 
father everlasting? 

HMNUR'H HEINJil 

Fth 20 , 
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B. BOOK OF SONgSI 


DREAM-PICTURES. 


1. 

did I dream of wildest passion’s glow, 

' <-OfitQV0-lock8, bloom of flowers, and songs of birds, 
sweetest lips that uttered bitter words, 
'^f'Woeful verse married to airs of woe. 

t 111 

\ 

-F^wied and vanished are those visioned times! 
Tanfebed the dfeamt-of Shade 1 loved the best, 
Nothing remains but that which love-possessed, 

I sliaped and moulded into gentle rhymes. 

i t 

.Thou, orphaned song, wast left—thou, too, shalt fade ! 
?>o, seek that Shade which fled with dreams to<^ 
fleeting, 

f ^ 

‘ . And, if thou find it, bear it all my greeting, 

; Ah airy breath I send to airy Shade. 

/ m. IX 






alighted 

t < n f 

w. 


JffrVLi 

"‘•'"i “■'* ■' 

.loftystery..., 




Vbanfrous garden was the place 
■WlJierein I thought at tuise to pace ) 
A. wealth of: flowers the garden had 
Which smiled on me, and made me 


p- >« » 


The little birds were chattering all 
Their merry lovers’ madrigal; 

The bliizing sun shot rays of gold ^ 
<_)n blooms of tincture niauifold. 


And spicy scents from herbage flow'; 
Softly and sweet the zephyrs blow; ' 
And all things glint and all things 
And show their k^veliness the while. 


,,JWifch:in this blooming land midway 
A limpid marble fountain lay, 

which a beauteous damsel bent, 
some white robe intetit. 



ttiy maid, she works away * 
a wondrous roundelay: 
le, ripple, brooklet bright, 
my linen fair and white/^ 


Sf 


ward I moved, and drawing near, 
jeil me/* I whispered in her ear, 
^'damsel sweet and wondrous fair, 
Ha^/^hom is this white garment rare ? ” 




^^Sfeike ready soon/' swift answeied she, 
^4*" ^tiroud T’m washing now—for Thee!" 




the word was hardly said 
ISTken like a bubble all was sped. 


l&e magic lasted. Boon 1 stood 
Within a gloomy, savage wood; 
HeaVn-high the trees around up-raught> 

J stood amazed, and thought and thought 








^ 1 0 


ibe green the space 
'^A'gmnti oak bis branches reared; 

And Ip, Upon the sturdy oak 
That same strange maid dealt many ^ 





And never resting, blow on blow* 
iilie swung the axe, and murmur'd lo#'? 
“ Iruu clink, iron clank, 

Shape a chest of good oak-plauk.” 


Forward 1 moved, and drawing near, 

“ Tell me,*' I whispered in her ear, 

** O little damsel loveliest, 1 

For whom mak’st thou this oaken ch^t ? > 

“ No time to lose! ” swift answer'd she 
** A cofhn 'tis I make—for Thee! 

And lo, the word was hardly said 

When like a bubble all was sped. 

) 

i 

fK mfe m 



cmt H m% wU^ 

^phCKNSli^ West moor on evi^ry ; 

knowing what I felt or saw^. 
ItMiibhtig paused m speil-bound awe« 

s 

i^ad won as farther on I hied 
A stieak of ijleamiug \Nhile 1 spied, 

% sped with all the speed I nught, 

And lo • it was that d iniael bright 

On the wide lieath stood the white maid> 
Deep del\iiig id the faith, with spade 
To look on h(i I dmost feaied 
Bhe was so fair md yet so weird 

The bonny maid sh >\oiks iwa> 

Bhe sings i woiidiou<- reu’>dela} 

^*Shai]) and bund gftod spidc, t»o )d ^pide 
That a dct p hioid trench he m« df 

Forwird 1 moved and dnwum mar 
** Tell me ? * I wlns]K red in ht i ( n 
'"() damsel sweet t<nd wondious tan, 

What means the hole thou delves! there ^ * 

And sv^itt she answeied ‘ Hnsh, ])oor fooD 
I dig a grave for 'I hee, so cool i ” 

Scarce did these woids tlie fan maid *^hape. 
When lo’ tht tieiifh wis wide agape 
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At4 I gazed into the hole 
Ohill horror shivered throuf»h mj soitf 
I plttiiged, into the hideous ilcep, ^ 
And as I plunged—I woke from sleep.« 


1 saw mysfdl all in a dieini )» night 
In gloss) evening coal and silin vest 
Rulllos on wrist, as toi souk gil i diessed, 

And 1)\ me stood in> niiMits^ sweet ind bright. 

“ Sr» ><)U i( iKtiothod, 1 nniriniiK d with a slight 
Inclining l*ia> tin 1 id\ 1 iki ni) licst 
(iood iMshi^ Ihit 111) ilnoit wis light compressed 
Hv tin iinfMliiu^ 1 aiu: h u\kd toms pdite 

An 1 llo 1(1 oi hitti It Mil imcd loith unbidden 
1 1 >ni nn 1 il( M (U i >( s ir 1 in tin n bieaking, 

Tik Msioii tin w m ilnioM fioiii nn hidden 
Oh \« lo\( ‘'i ns so MLiiifng tuie 

Ihoiuti A( hiM lud to nu in dii iiii^ iiul waking 
Oitdi how ,^lidh till I tiuM in nou 


{saw in dieniis i inni-kin snull nid spughtl), 

Who w liked with (11 loii ste ps n ^iilts as ’tweiC 
!>Hintv in hioiddoth Inun white nid tin 

r 

Rut who withn w is (ouise iiiuh ill uiisightl) 



DRBAU 









T'l- ^ 

,T * 


r^s an object td distress ; 
iitj without, beyond compa]^!. 

^ered bold of what he’d do ahd dard,,' 
a man to bully and oppress ye. 
I^^bwst thou who it IS ? Come quick and serl 
the God of dreams and showed to me 
f^i^^j^etured vision in a mirror then. 




ihte'an altar that small man stood still, 

.’ 4 ^ 'ji * 

beside him, both replied' “ J will,” 

,,all Hell’s laughing demons ycdled. " Amen! ” 


5 

What makes m> mad blood rave and rush ^ 
What makes iny hi ait tn flame and Hush 
My blood dotli boil anil ilame and dait, 
And seoiclung Ilame devoin.s my heart 

My blood IS pulsing wild and mad 
Hecause of that vile dream 1 had. 

The son of Xight approached me dim, 

And led me gasping forth with him. 

He led me to a palace bright 
With hlazing torch and taper-light 
'Mid sounding harjis, ’mid stir and din 
1 reached the hall—f entered in 
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There was a wedding revelrie; 

The guests sat round the board in glee. 

And when the bridal pair 1 spied, 

Ah, woe! my darling was the bride. 

It was my winsome Love in sooth, 

And for the groom, a stranger youth. 

I crept behind her chair of state, 

And hardly breathing, there 1 wait. 

The music swelled; I stood amazed, 

The loud delights my .spirits dazed : 

The bride’s glance was supronely blest, 

And both her hands the bridegroom pressed. 

The bridegroom brims his beaker high, 

And drinks and gives it lovingly 

To her, who thanks with sweet low laugh. 

All woe ’ my red blood did she quaff! 

The bride took up an apple fair 
And gtave it to the bridegroom there; 

He took his knife .and cut it free. 

Ah woe! it was the he.art of me! 

Their glances met a long sweet space; 

He clasps the bride in keen embrace: 

Her cheeks so rosv red kissed he. 

Ah woe ! chill Death was kissing me ’ 
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The tongue within my mouth was lead^ 
No* single word could T have said. 

Loud music sounded thro’ the hall, 
llie dainty bride-pair led the ball! 

I stood there silent as the dead, 

The nimble dancers round me sped. 
One low-toned word he wliispers next, 
She blushes, but she is not vext! 


6 

In sweetest dream, in stillest ni^lit 
My love came by enchunlment^ niis^bt. 

As by enchantment’s mi^ht .'In cre])t 
To the small chambei wliere I slopt. 

I gazed on her, oh vision mild! 

I gazed on her, she softly smiled, 

My heart swelled high that smile to see. 
And reckless words stormed forth from me 

“ Take all, take all things that are mine > 
Oh best beloved, all shall be thine. 

So I may be thy paramour 

Till eoek-ciow from the midnight hour’” 



THE BOOK OP SONOS^ 

She ^zed with loving sad surprisb,^ 
lief uimost heart within her eyes, , 

And low entreating murmured she t 
“ Yield thy salvation unto me ’ ” 

“ To thee the life I hold so dear, 

My youth, my blood, with joy and ch|B6^. 
Oh angel maiden, ‘^hall be given, 

But never more my hope of Heaven 

Swiftly my lips lepclled her prayer. 

But evei lovelier bloomed she there, 

And ever more entreated she 
‘ 1 1 ( 1(1 thy ‘^•tilvntion unto me ^ ” 

It sounded like <i hopeless moan, 
into my luings depths was thiown 
A sea of hie till tempt st-tossed, 

Mj bit ith Cline tint k—it ceased almost. 

White angels glonous to behold. 

Fust shone with hfiloes bnglit as gold , 
But then a cicw of goblins foul 
Jhished wildly up against my soul 

They wiestled with the angels all. 

They diove aw.iy the angels <dl, 

And bcioie long the swaithj ciew, 

Bike hlius (»f mist had vanished too 
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death with Qheer delight^ 

e s were round my darling blight 
bled to me like a roe, 
ifa ^yet she wept with wildest woe. 



fair child weeps, I well know why; 
Ijliy’kisses still the rosebud’s cry; 

Forbid, fair child, thy tears to flow, 
^^Surrender to my love’s fierce glow.” 


' “ Surrender to my love’s fierce glow ’ ” 
My blood grew sudden ice, for lo ’ 

The earth itself with crash and start 
Before my feet gaped wide apart. 


From the swart gulf t.he swarthy crew 
Arose; the fair child’s colour hew, 

The fair child from my arms was gone, 
And I was standing all alone. 


Then in fantastic circle hurled. 

The swarthy crew around me whirled; 
Nearer to clutch me surged the crowd, 
And scornful laughter bellowed loud. 

The lessening circle hemmed me round 
Still did that burthen dread resound 
“ Salvation was renounced by thee, 
Ours art thou for Eternity.” 
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The price has been paid Lhee, why palterest thou ? 
Oh black-blooded fiend, why palterest now ? 

See here in my chamber, I fretfully wait, 

And midnight’s at hand, ’tis the bride who is lal». 

The breezes blow chill from the churchyard side; 

Ye winds, have ye happened to see my wee bride ? 
The hosts of pale shadows around me press, 

They curtsy with grinning and nodding—Oh yes! 

Speak up, what message bringst thou to me, 

Swart rogue in the Ilaine-red livery ^ 

“ 1 jinnouiK O the illustnous company near, 

Witli their chariots and dragons they soon will be here 

f 

Orey mannikin, darling, hey, what is your will ? 

Oh dead haccalaureiis, waiting here still ? 

He eyes me with speechless and trouliled gaze, 

And shakes his head, and goes bjick his ways. 

*My shaggy familiar, why purr and stare ? 

Why do the eyes of black tom-cat glare ? 

Why howl the long-loose-haired women and why 
Does the ancient nurse croon my lullaby 
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^rse, bide at home with your sing-song to-day, 
dnce 1 needed a cradle-lay; 

my wedding-feast that is planned, 
where the comely guests are at hand. 

_ fra 

cd.pital, gentlemen! What are ye at, 

JBlaeb bearing his head in his hand, not his hat! 

Vis sprawling-legged creatures in gallows clothes, 

WTiat makes ye so late ? Not a breath of wind blows. 

t S 

And see on her broom-stick old mother-witch rides, 
Oh bless thy son, mother, whatever betides. 

In the dead-white face, the lips quiver then, 

And she cries out: “ For ever and ever. Amen ’ ” 

Twelve wind-dried musicians come loitering in, 

One halting bhnd crone tunes up her violin . 

And the famous fJack-pudding, half yellow, half black, 
Comes bearing the sexton a-pick-a-back. 

Then'tripping twelve nuns from their convent advance, 
And the leering old ])rocuress leads on the dance, 
Twelve brawny-backed parsons come trooping along, 
And chant with mock reverence a scandalous song. 

Old^lothcs-man, you’re black 111 the face, shout not so. 
No second-hand coat wards the flames oil’ below. 

For ever and gratis there hell-fires will burn ; 

And for wood,great and little men’s bones serve the turn. 





H 
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lElower-girla, all humped and awry, ^ 

Xm hdftd hver heels thro’ the chamber the 
ltdhol ye owl faces with grasshopper shah^'f^*^^ 

Vll stop all your clatter and mountebank’s pra^i^^^^ 



And Hell universal has broke loose indeed, 

And, howling and scowling, increases the breed, 

And the waltz of damnation now breaks on the ear;'^'„; *- 
Hush, hush ! for my love is about to appear. ' * , . 


Ye wretches, be still, or get out of the way, 

^ n. 

I can scarce hear a word of all that 1 say. 

Hark!—listen again !—are not wheels there outside,? 
Come forward, cook-maid, throw the gates open wide. 


2 


Fair welcome, my fairest, how are you to-day ? 

Sir Parson, you’ie welcome, be seated, I pray. 

Sir Parson with tail and with hoofs like a horse, 
I’m your reverence’s faithfullest servant^ of course. 


Fair bride, why art standing so silent and wan ? 

Sir Parson, proceed with the service anon. 

1 pay him a costly, a blood-costing fee. 

But so that I win you that’s child’s play to me. 

^Kneel down, my sweet bride,by my side shalt thou kneel. 
She kneels and she srnihi-^—ah, the rapture 1 feel! 

She sinks on my heart, on my big heaving breast, 
iind with shuddering rapture 1 hold her tight pressed. 
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her gold tresses float round us both; 
beats the heart of the maid^ nothing loth; 
are a-beating with woe and delight, 

^l|gb to the heavens they both take their flight. 



are all oat on a sea of delight 
^h, far above us, in Ciod’s holy height, 
tth^re on our heads theie is hoiioi and diead, 
]p0;p hpre the vile hands ot dark Hell aie outspiead 


Twas the dark son of Midmulit himself who Inith ]dayed 
The part of the parson, wlio blessed and who piayed 
Prom ablood-bespient book ht diones chaptci and veise, 
Si$ prayer is blaspheming, his blessing is cuise. 

There are hubbub and not and gi 0 ,^ 11 mou and moie 
♦ 

Like thunder in htavtn, stoim waves on the 'ilioit 
And sudden tlu bine liglitning Hashes, ,iiid tin n 
The witch cues “Foi evei and e\ei Amen’ 


8 

I came fiom the house oi my niistiess bnght 
And waiideied hall ciazed Uiiu’ the gum midnight 
And as thro’ the church} ,iid my way 1 took, 

The still giaves gave mo a solemn look 


i6 THE BOOK OF SONGS. 

From the Minstrers grave some bright glance epeA^ 
Twas a flickering ray that the wan moon shed; 
And “ Brother, Tm coming '* was whispered low, 
While a pale form rose from the grave below. ' 


*Twas the Minstrel In in self from the grave who crept 
And on to the top of the grave-stone leapt; 

With rapid hand he strikes the strings, 

And in voice both hollow and harsh he sings: 


“ Oh! sad and dull, my lute-strings, say, 
Know ye still the theme that uoed to sway 
'Pile life-blood and enthral it ^ 
Heaven’s bliss—Uie Angels call it so, 
Hell’s paiii, it IS called by the lieiids below, 
13ut Love is what men call it.” 


And scarce had the sound of the last word died 
When, all around, the graves gaped wide; 

And phantoms rose and swayed about 
The Minstrel, raising in chorus the shout. 


Love, oh Love, it was thy might 
Brought us to this doleful plight, 
Closed our lips and sealed our sight. 
Wherefore call’st thou in the night ? ” 
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And the clamour arises, confused and confounding, 
With croaking and creaking, rebounding, resounding: 
Bound the Minstrel circle the maddened hordes, 

And the Minstrel wildly smites the chorda 


“ Mad rriy masters, well, ’tis well 
Welcome are ye ; 

Nought could bar ye 
When ye heard my magic s])ell. 
Though from year to year we be 
Mouse-still in our eoHiiis, we 
Make to-day a day of glee! 


But are we alone ? Just see ’ 

We were asses all when living. 
Our existence madly giving 
To a mad love s raging lires. 
L’aslime sJLirely will not fail, 

If each spirit tells the tale 
Of what brought him from above. 
Of his woes 
And his throes 

In the frenzied chase of Love.” 


Then light as the breeze there hopped forth soon 

The leanest of phantoms, and hummed this tune : 
VOL. IX. 15 
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“ A tailor's 'prentice steady 
With needle and with shears; 

1 grew expert and ready * 

With needle and with shears; 

“ When my master’s daugliter lured me 
With needle and witli shears; 

And tliiuugli my bosom skeweied me 
With needle and with shears!" 

Then I lie ehoiiis of spiiits laughed long and loud, ‘ 
And a sec'nid stalked solemnly out of the crowd. 

“ J5rig,inds sueh as Itinaldini, 
b*ol)in Hood and Orkindini, 
l>ut Kdil Moor the most by fai. 

These 1 took for exompkii ’ 

“ And J plunged—pi ay let me show it — 
Into Jjove, in mode heroic, 

And a leuiiile foim divine 
Jo-jiled till o’ Lhib brain of mine. 

“ And my heart and hopes were saddened 
And my love being almost maddened, 

I at last dipjied fingers rash 
In my worthy neighlioui’s cash. 
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/ 

“ Then some high police curmudgeon 
Chose to take the thing in dudgeon, 

That 1 dried the tears of grief 
With iny neighbour’s handkerchief, 

“ And ill good policeman fashion 
Marched me off without compassion , 

So the gaol stupendous pressed 
Me to its maternal breast. 

“Thoughts of her’ aye, picking oalxum 
Did voluptuously provoke ’em ! 

Till IJinaldo came one day 
And bore my soul witli him away.” 

Then all the spirits laughed long and loud, 

And a well be-rouged dandy stepped from the crowd. 

“ 1 was king of the boards and enchanted 
The town in the true lover s part, 

T bellowed, ‘ Ye gods,’ and 1 ranted, 

1 breathed forth my Ahs, from my heart. 

“ In Komeo I chiefly attracted 
Each J iiliet an angel I thought; 

Though the part to the life I enacted. 

She ne’er understood what 1 sought. 
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When once in the fifth act despairing 
‘ 0 my Saint! 0 my Juliet!' I cried; 

My bodkin relentlessly baring, 

I stuck it too deep in my side.” 

Then all the spirits laughed long and loud, 

And a fourth appeared in a snow-white shroud. 

** From his lofty chair the Professor was prosing, 

Was prosing while 1 took a nap serene ; 

But a thousand times rather than napping or dozing, 
By his dear little daughter would I have been. < 

“From her window she gave me sweet nods as I 
passed by 

My flower of flowers, my life’s sole light! 

But my flower of flowers was jilucked at the last by 
A Philistine huckster, a wealthy wight 

“ Then 1 cursed all women and scoundrels wealthy, 
And soiiKJ devil’s drug with my wine did blend; 

And I pledged King T )eath in a goblet stealthy.” 

He cried, “ On my faith, old Death’s a friend! ” 

L ^ 

Then all the spirits laughed long and loud ; 

With a rope round his neck came a fifth from the 
crowd. 
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« He revelled and swaggered, the Count o*er his wine, 
With his diamonds rare and his daughter divine; 

What care I, Sir Count, for your jewels so fine ? 

Tis your fair little daughter whom I would make mine. 

** They both of them lay ilnder bolt, lock and key, 

And the Count a whole army of henchmen had he. 
What cared I for henchmen, for bolt, lock and key ? 
The rungs of a ladder 1 mounted with glee 

So gaily I climbed to my darling’s window, 

When savagest swearing is heard from below 
♦ ‘ Stop, stop, my fine fellow’, let me have my share, 

IVe also a fancy for diamonds rare.’ 

** Twas the Count who thus jeered me, and at me he 
fiew. 

And shouting, his myrmidons hustled me too. 

‘ To hell with your rabble! No thief have you here, 
And all 1 would slieal is my own little dear ’ 

“ Entreaties availed not, no counsel could aid. 

In a moment were cords and a gibbet arrayed ; 

When next the sun came how astonished was he 
To^discover me there on the bright gallows-tree ^ ” 

Then all the spirits laughed long and loud, 

With his head in his hand came a sixth from the 
crowd. 
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“ Love drove me to the poacher’s trade; 

Thro’ forest, gun in hand, 1 sti ayed; 

In the high trees the ravens scofif, 

And croak at me 'Headb heads off!* 

‘ Oh, could T trad some i)rptt} dove, 

Horne would I bear it to my Love 
Thro’ bush and briai, as thus 1 thought, 

My sportsman s e} e the quarry sought 

‘ What cooing’s that ^ What billing’s there ^ 
'J'wo tender turtles, T declare 
T crept up dose and cocked m} gun, 

And lo ’ my own sweetheart was one ’ 

My dove, my bride, it was in sooth 
Embracing hei a strangei youth 
Old maiksrnaii, see thy aim be good ^ 

There lay the stranger in his bkod 

“Ere long the headsman’s tram marched thro’ 
The gloomy wood, and 1 inaiched too, 

Chiet actor—^hile the ravens scoll 
* And croak on high ‘ Heads off ’ heads of! ^ ” 

Then the spirits m merry c hoi us shout. 

And then the Minstrel hinisdf steps out 
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?"‘l,too had a song I cherished, 

, .' But the dear song is o’er; 

' When the heart in your body is perished, 
Then songs are sung no more! ” 


And the maniac' laughter rang doubly loud. 

And circled about him the death-})ale crowd; 

When the church tower boomed forth One, and then 
With a shriek they plunged in the graves again 


1 lay and slept; slept peacefully. 

All pain and care dis^ielled ; 

In dreams a vision came to me. 

The fairest e’er beheld. 

l*ale as white marble to the view, 

A maid of mystery rare, 

With pearl-like eyes all brimmed with dew, 
And strangely waving hair. 

And soft and softly drawing nigh 
The maid so marble pale, 

She came upon my heai t to li(‘ 

The maid so marble pale. 
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Ah! how my breast doth burn and start 
And leap with joy and woe; 

Nor leaps, nor starts the maiden’s heart, 
That heart is cold as snow. 

*‘My heart doth neither beat, nor move, 

As very ice ’tis cold, 

And yet 1 know the bliss of love, 

Its passion uncontrolled! 

" On lip and cheek there blooms no red, 
Nor through my heart streams blood; 

Yet strive not with such shuddering dread, 
For thee I’m meek and good.” 

And wilder still she clasped me round. 

Till terror made me ijiiail; 

When the cock crew—without a sound 
h'led the maid, marble pale; 


lO. 


Yes, I have summoned many 
Fale corpses by spells of might. 
And now there is not any 

Will slink back into the night 
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The terror and horror drove from me 
The master’s o’erpowering spell; • 

And so my own spectres o’ercome me, 

And drag me hack into hell 

Urge me not, ye swart fiends, I implore ye! 
Hurl me not to the darkness below; 

There are many delights yet before me 
In the sheen of our earth’s rosy glow 

For ever must I be straining 
After one fair flower near; 

What were iny whole life’s meaning. 

If I did not love thee, dear ? 

Might I only clasp her and press her 
To my glowing heart once again; 

On her cheeks, on her mouth to kiss her 
Once only with rapturous pain' 

Might 1 only hear one tender 
Word from her lips at that hour, 

O spirits, 1 would surrender 
Myself to your gloomy power ^ 

The spirits heard me, bending 
Their heads as an awful sign. 

Fair sweetheart—to thee am I wending , 

Dost thou love me—fair sweetheart mine ^ 
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SONGS. 


Tiiou wlio ai t so pure and fair, 
lieauleous maiden, wondrous, rare. 

All my life is, free as air, 

To thy service vowed, 1 swear. 

Thy sweet c‘yes, the loveliest pair, 
Moonlight’s gentle radiance share ; 

Itosy hues beyond compare. 

Thy fresh blushing eheeks do wear. 

In thy little mouth appear. 

Shining rows of pearls so rare, 

But the noblest jewel there, 

Thy bosom’s quiet shrine doth bear. 

Nought but love could enter there. 
When on my heart thy image fair 
Bose, as 1 saw beyond compare 
Thee, beauteous maiden, wondrous rare 
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Lonely, I my plaint must utter, 

Here in Night’s consoliiijf breast: 

I must shun the gay crowd’s flutter 
Swiftly fly from song and jest. 

Lonely still my tears are flowing, 

Ever flowing silent down ; 

But the heart’s fierce ardours glowing, 
Floods of tears can never drown. 

Once a joyous boy. light-hearted, 
Played I many a meiry game. 

Happy on life’s race I started, 

Knowing nought of grief and shame 

All the world >^as but a garden. 

Gay with every flower that blow's. 

1 had but to serve as warden 
To the violet, jasmine, rose. 

breaming sweetly in the meadow, 

In the brook my face I’d see, 

Now when it reflects my shadow. 
White and wan it stares at me 
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Yes, a haggard man T’ni growing, 

Since my eyes on h^r did rest; 

Secret pain ray heart is gnawing, 

Wondrous change has racked my breast. 


In my heart I long had cherished, 
Angels smiling peficefully 
But in sorrow they liave vanished 
To theii home beyond the sky. 


Blackest night my sight is bounding, 
Hostile shadows threaten grim , 

In my breast a strange voice sounding 
Sadly sings a mournful hymn. 


Now strange pain, and novel anguish, 
Whelm me in their savage flow ; 
And in deepest grief T languish, 

All my heart-strings torn with woe. 


But, my love, that in my bosom 
Flames are raging without pause, 
Tluit iny youth dies in its blossom, 
Thou alone, love, art the cause. 
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3- 

Every comrade uf mine, arm in arm with his fair, 

. Through the alley of limes is walking , 

While I—God have mercy, and make me His care— 
All alone through the street am stalking 

How my heart is opprest, and what tears dim my 
eye, 

If his tale should another be telling 
To his love ' for also a love have T ; 

But away and far oft' is lier dwelling. 

For years now this trouble I’ve had to endure, 

But I’ll suffer no loiigei such sorrow 
With knapsack and staff, in the hope of a cure, 
ril go forth on tiie wide world to-morrow. 

Many hundreds of miles must the journey be, 

Till to the great city 1 come; 

Where it shines, on tlie great river’s mouth, I shall 
see 

The three towers that rise over her home. 

There 1 shall be fn',e from the sorrows of love, ' 
There await me the happiest times, 

And there will 1 walk, arm in arm with my dove. 
Through the sweet-scented alley of limes. 
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When I mu iieur iiiy demesl love. 
My heart, is high ; 

I’m rich, all reckoning abovi;. 

The whole world I could buy. 

Hut when from her J must be gone. 
Nor feel her fond caress , 

Then all my fancied wealth is flown, 
1 m poor to wretchedness 


5- 

I arise with daybreak, crj'iiig 
‘ Comos sweetheart to-day ” 

I he down with evening, sighing* 
“ Still she stays away.*' 


All the long night, care encumbered, 
J hisses without sleep, 

All the day, as though I slumbered, 
l^o and fro I creep. 
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6 

^ A frenzy whiils me to and ho 

1 shall see hei tiL;ani in a lew shoil houis, 
Heisell wlio is llowei of maideii-lloweis 
Oh faithful heart, why beatest thou so 

But the hours indeed aie a la/y lot, 

They trawl aloiiijr and lintel and 'ilmk 
Yawn and dawdle ovci then work. 

Tumble up, ye la/y lot ’ 

Clamouiiiig s})eed in my spiiit I leel 

Surely the Homs know nought ol love s at hing. 
Set let their pitiless league they aie making, 
Evci to jeei at the tiuc lovei ^ zeal 

7 

All in the*'wt)t)dland moiiimg 
I stia^etl .ihnie with lu} ])aiii 
When the oltl dieams letuiiiing 
(‘lept into my heait again 

Oh, buds thiough the high an winging 
Who taught }ou that little <iii ' 

Oh, liiiah ’ when 1 heai youi singing 
giiet IS h.iid to bear ’ 
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“ A passing maiden taught it. 

She sang it o’er and o’er; 

And we little birdies caught it, 

The golden, beautiful lore * ” 

Nay, you shall tell it me never, 

Ye birdies, so keen and sly; 

To steal my grief you’d endeavour, 

J3ut J trust no one—not 1! 

8 . 

Fair love, o’er my hiiart let thy gentle hand pasi 
Dost hear in that chamber the knocking, alas 
A carpenter cross-grained and spiteful dwell 
Who’s making for me a coffin so rare. 

There’s tapping and rapping by night and by day, 
”J’is long since it drove all my slumber away. 

Oh, good Master Cariieiiter, hammer amain. 

That soon 1 may slumber right soundly again. 

9* 

Ah ’ how T wish my ditties 
Had all sweet llowers been, 

I’d send them as a posy 

To my heart’s beauteous Queen ’ 
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Ah! how I wish my ditties 
Had all been kisses sweet; 

I’d send them all in secret, 

My love’s soft cheeks to greet ’ 

Ah * how I wish my ditties 
Had all been little peas ' 

Fd make a fine pease-porridge 
That could not fail to please ' 


10 .’^ 

Half-hid in our father’s garden stands 
A flower all sad siid pale 

Cold winter is gone, Sjinng breathes o’er the lands. 
But the flower always is pale~ 

The pale flwwei languisheth. 

Like a bride sick unto death 


To me spake the pale flower, soft and low, 

“ Dear brother, to pluck me ne’er fail; ” 
“Nay,” said I, “pale flower, I cannot do so, 
I pluck no flowers that are pale 
I seek with pain and dread, 

A blossom purple-ied.” 

VOL. IX. 


c 
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The pale flower spake, “ Seek here, seek there, 
Till thou art cold and dead, 

Thy search is vain, thou’lt And nowhere 
The flower purple-red; 

But me—oh ! pluck me now, 

For I am ill as thou.” 

Thus spake the pale flower, and pleaded so sore, 
That all of a sudden, I plucked it in fear; 
And that very moment my heart bled no more. 
And the eyes of my soul became clear; 

And throujrlj jny wounded breast 
Was Allied anj^olic rest. 


11 

Beauteous ciadle of my soirow. 

Beauteous j^rave where ])eace I knew. 
Beauteous town, I ^o to-morrow, 

To ye all J cry, Adieu ’ 

Fare thee well, thou garden holy. 
Where my pensive love doth pace' 
Fare thee well, thou threshold lowly, 
Where 1 first beheld her face 



SONGS, 


35 


Hadst thou never looked upon me. 
Oh ’ my spirit’s beauteous Queen, 

Woe had never fallen on me, 
Wretched 1 had never been. 

Never did T seek to woo thee. 

Never love Iroiii thee entreat. 

Only peaceful days near to thee, 

In the air thou breathest, sweet 

But sharp words in anger spoken 
By thy lips compel me hence; 

And my heart is sick and broken, 
Frenzy stirs my every sense. 

Fare thee weil, a pilgrim dreary 
I will go iny mournful way. 

Till bowed head and limbs so weary 
In a distant grave I lay. 


12 . 

Wait awhile, my wild sea-captain, 
I will follow to the shore; 

I take leave of two fair maidens, 
Of Europa and one more. 



36 


THE BOOK OF SONGS. 


Blood-spring, trickle from my eyelids, 
Blood-spring, from my body start, 

That I may write down my sorrows 
With the hot blood of my heart. 

Wherefore shudder at my life-blood, 
eTust on this one day, my dear ^ 

Thou hast seen me stand before thee 
l*ale and bleeding, many a year. 

Dost thou know the ancient story 
How the Fiend, in serpent guis^^j^ 

With Ins treacherous gift of apples 
Drove out man from Paradise ? 

Apples brought about great evils' 

Eve therewith brought all men death, 
Eris brought the flames on Ilium, 

Thou hast biought both'flames and death. 


13- 

Tower and mountain-peak are glancing 
On the cleaily inirroruig Ithine, 

And my bonny bark is dancing, 

Haloed by the gay sunshine. 
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Calm 1 watch the golden breaking 
Of the tiny waves’ unrest; 

Gently are the feelings waking 
Which I buried in my breast. 

Tender wiles and welcome showing 
The fair river tempts to doom, 

For T know that placid flowing 
Hides beneath it death and gloom. 

Thou art like my love, oh river, 

Fair, above—below, deceit— 

She too lures one on for ever, 

And her smiles seem true and sweet 


14. 

1 despaired at first—believing 
I should never bear it. Now 
1 have l5oriie it—J have borne it 
Only never ask me How. 


IS- 

With myrtles and roses, tender and fan. 

With funeral cypress, and gilding raie, 

As though ’twere a cofliii my book I’ll adorn 
And m it my songs to their rest shall be borne. 
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Could I coffin my love too, deep in the tomb! 

On love’s t^rave the fair flower of peace may bloom; 
On such grave it blooms, there ’tis culled—but for me 
It never will bloom till in earth I be. 

And here are the songs which were reckless erst 
As the lava streams that from Etna burst; 

They broke from my spirit’s depths profound 
And scattered their lightning flashes around. 

But now they are still as the dead are still, 

And they look as wan as the mists, and as chill, 

Yet the spirit of love jloaiing o’er them once more 
Will again to my song the old passion restore. 

In my deepcist heart I know it is true 
That the spirit of love will shed o'er them it^-dew, 
When once this book shall be placed in thy hand, 
Thou sweet true love in a distani' land 


From the spell that enthrals it then song shall be free, 
And the faint dim lett(*rs shall gaze upon thee, 
neseechiiig shall gaze in thy beautiful eyes, 

And whisper of sorrow and lovers’ sighs. 
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THE CONSECKATION 

AiiONK within the woodland chapel. 
Outstretched before the Ahrgin’s shrine, 
A gentle jKillid yontli was lying, 

Tlowed in deep humility— 

Oh, Madonna * let me ever 
Kneel here lowly on thy llm'shold * 
Never, never, drive me from thee 
To the world so cold and sinful 

Oh, Madonna ! bright are waving 
Uoiind tliy head the railiant tresses, 
(Jracious smiles are playing over 
The sacred roses of thy mouth— 

Oh, Madonna ' thine eyes lighten 
On me like the stais in Heaven 
Mortal ships may lead us falsely, 
Star-light leads us always safely. 
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Oh, Madonna! without shrinking 
Havp I borne the pangs of ordeal: 

In thy pure love blindly trusting, 

Ardent only in thine ardour— 

Oh, Madonna I this day hear me, 

Thou so full of grace and wonder, 

Grant to me one sign of favour, 

But one little sign of favour > 

Then a marvel occurred that all hearts would asto 
The wood and the chapel sank into the ground. 

The youth was b(*wildored, nor knew what was done, 
For all things around him W(‘re changed or were gone. 

In amazement himself in a gay hall he found— 

Our Lady sate there—with no rays was she crowned—. 
She was changed to a maidim, all lovely and bright. 
Who greeted and smiled with frank youtliful delight. 

And from her golden tresses, there. 

She clipped one radiant lock of hair. 

“ Take it,” she cried, in tones like Heaven, 

“ No higher prize on earth is given.” 

What was witness to this vision ? 

Look how hues of flame ar(^ streaming 
Over tlie blue vault Klysiaii, 

Like the rainbow, brightly gleaming— 
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Angels, mounting and descending, 
Rustling beat their waving pinions, 
And celestial songs are sending 

Harmonies from Heaven's dominions 

And the youth hath heard and heeded; 

Now full well he knows 
What strange yearning draws him ever 
Where the myrtle hk»ws 


“TL TENSEKOSO.” 

Wliere alone yon pale boy paces 
Every henrt is striekei' low , 
Eor his visage liears the traces 
Of his silliering, of his woe 

Airs wit.h teiidei })ity laden 

Strive to cool his fevered brow , 
Many a coy and timid maiden 
Smiles to soothe his spirit now. 

From the city’s noise and bustle 
To the forest green he dies, 
Merrily the gay leaves rustle, 
Buds pipe moriy melodies 
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But the song is silenced wholly, 
Sudly niurniur leaf and tree, 

When the careworn strijding slowly 
races through the greenwood free. 


3- 

THK MOUNTAIN VOICE 

'riirough valli‘y ilejAlis, with slow sad pace 
Theie lode a hoiseniaii l)rave. 

Am I luling iK.w to my true l(»ve’s arms, 
Oi tovvaTiis the dieaiy gra\(‘ ''' 


rije mountain answei <:ave 
‘ Tli(‘ dreiiry gi-ave ” 

And faithei th«‘ horseman rode on his way, 
W itn Ial>o'i;inL^ sighs nppressed . 

I hen must J jiass to my grave so ‘«ooii 
May he tlie gravt* is vest ” ' 


'the Mace sunk in his ))reasl 
'I he gra\ e lest " 
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One single tear the horseman shed, 

And sad from his cheek it fell 
“And if ]n the grave I can only find rest. 
To be in the grave is ell.” 


The voice rang like a knell: 
“ The grave is well.” 


4 

TWO UKOTHEKS. 

On the mountain’s sU'ep inclining. 
Wrapt in night, the castle stands. 
Lightnings in tlu* vale are shining 
Where clash keenly-glitteiing brands 

Brothers are the pair sustaining 
Voiid(‘r grim and grisly tight, 

Say, why hrotheis are maintaining 
Thus with naked swords their riglil ^ 


Lady Laura’s eyes of lire 

Have lutlamed this brother-pair, 
Love-distraught, their one desire 
Is the high-born maiden fair 
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Unto which of them that sue her 
Does the lady’s heart incline 
Ah ’ she cannot choose the wooer; 

Sword, leap forth—the choice be thine 

And with reckless fury fighting, 

Stroke on stroke like crack of doom; 
Oh, beware the rash swords smiting, 
Sight is tricked by such a gloom 


Woe ' To Heaven their Idood is calling! 

Woe, oh woe, blood-criinsoiicd glade! 
See them on the greensward falling, 

Each upon a brother’s blade 


Ah, how many a generation 

Sleeps ! what centuries have iiown ! 
From the height, in desolation, 

Still those towers watch—sad, alone. 

But weird, mystic shajies are looming 
Through the vale at dead of night; 
And when the twelfth hour is booming 
Evermore those brothers fight 
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rOOR l^ETER. 


I. 

Youii<^ Hans and his Gretrhen dance with a will, 
And bubble with laughter and talk, 

But Peter is standing', dumb and still' 

With a face as white as chalk ' 

For Hans and Orete are bride and groom, 

In gay wedding gaiments betiming. 

But poor Peter wears his work-day costume, 
Biting his nails and dreaming 

Poor Peter mutters under his breath. 

As he mournfully eyes the pan, 

“ 1 should go and diown my sell, 1 knov. 

If 1 weren’t too wise to care ! ’ 


II. 

1 )eej) 111 my heart there sits a woe 
That strains my heart to breaking, 
And where 1 stand, and where 1 no 
1 cannot rest for aching. 
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It drives me to my love, as though 
Grete would cure my sorrow; 
But when I see her eye I know 
I must away the morrow. 


And then 1 climb the mouiilain’s brow. 
And there, my vigil keeping 
Where lonely tears at will may How, 
Alone 1 linger weeping. 


llf 

The hapless Peter totters l>y 
With laggard steps, death-pale and shy, 
And all wlioin he perchance may meet 
I*ause when they see him in the street 


Among themselves the girls epeak low: 

He’s risen from the grave, I know.” 
Not so—into the grave, alas ! 

J )ear children, he’s about to pass. 


Ills true love he has lost, and so 
The grave is liest- for such a woe, 
There he his weary head may lay, 
And slumber till the Judgment Hay. 
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THE PRISONER’S SONO. 


When Jjiz Wiis bewitched by luy old Oraiidnuiiiima, 
“ To the Ibiiiies ’ ” all the villagers shouted 
But for all the ink s([uaiidered by limbs of the law. 
The thought of confession she scouted. 


Yet when to tlie stake the old lady Wii» brought, 

“ Murder! mercy ' ” she cried, like a craven , 
And as the black torture l»egaii, quick as tliought 
She Hew uj) in the form ot a raven. 


“ Oh ' sweet little black-feathered (Jr.indmother mine 
Come visit me* here in my dungeon , 

Flit quick thro’ the bars and briiig to me wine 
And plumcake and cheese for my luncheon. 


“ ' sweet little black-feathered Grannie, arise, 

And make it your caie to-monow. 

That none of your cousins shall pick out my eyes, 
When 1 swing, having ended with sorrow ” 
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THE GRENADIEKS. 

Towards France there journeyed two grenadiers 
Who had long been prisoners in Russia; 

But they drooped their heads as they crossed the 
frontiers, 

And trod on the soil of our Prussia. 

'Twas then the sad tidings reached them first 
That France overthrown had retreated, 

That the Grande Armce was routed, dispersed, 

And the Emperor captiv(‘, defeated. 

Then they fell a-wee ping, those grenadiers, 

The terrible tidings learning; 

And one of them said “ How the old pain sears, 
How my old wound is burning 

o 

The other said : “ The song is sung. 

And I would die witli thee gladly, 

But at home I have wife and children young, 

And those will need me sadly.” 

“ Children and wife—who cares for these ? 

For such let- me not be entreated; 

If they’re starving, let them go beg as they please— 
The Emperor captive, defeated' ” 
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“ But if I should dio, grant me this one request: 

Oh, brother, see that thou move me, 

' That my corse in the soil of France may rest 
With the fresh turi of France above me. 

“ And see that the cross with its ribbon be i>laced 
On my heart ere in earth thou hide me, 

And gird my sword about my waist, 

And lay my musket beside me. 

•* So, listening in silence, evermore 
In my grave like a sentry '^laying, 

I will wait till J hear the cannon’s roar, 

And the charging coursers neighing. 

** I shall know that the Emperor iides o’er my grave, 
While swords cirsh on swords atliighted, 

And seizing my arms 1 will rise from my grave. 
That the Emperor, Ood bless him ’ be righted.” 


8 . 

THE MESSENGER 

Arise, my page-boy, saddle (puck, 
Leap on thy courser bold ; 
Gallop amain o’er hill and plain 
To royal Duncan’s hold. 

VOL TX 


1 ) 
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Hio to the stables there and wait 
Till thee tlie groom has spied, 

Then ask, “Of Duncan’s daughters which, 
1 prithee, is the bride ? ” 


If the knave says, “ The dark-eyed maid,” 
Spur back and bring the news. 

If the knave says, “ The blue-eyed maid,” 
Then lesser speed may’st use. 


Then to the nearest rope-walk go, 
And buv me there a cord, 

And slowly ride and bring it me. 
But never speak a w'ord 


9- 

THE HOME-COMING. 

I will not go alone, my delicate love, 

Thou must journey with mo! 

To the dear, old, pleasing, shivering den 
In the drear, cold, freezing, quivering glen 
Where my motlier squats at the entrance gate 
Her dear son’s coming home to await. 
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“ Nay then, unhand me, gloomy man ' 

Who has called thee hither 
Thy hot breath blows, but thy touch is bleak; 

Thy bright eye glows, but ])alc is thy clieek. 

Whilst I would have gleeful things for mine, 
With scent of roses and sweet sunshine." 

Let the roses blossom—the sun shine out, 

My sweetest sweetheart! 

Fold round thee thy veil with its white-llowing maze, 
And sound on the lyre its bright ilowuig lays, 

And sing a wedding song for me 
While the niglit-wiiid pipes the melody. 


10 

DON KAMIKO. 

“ Donna C'lara, Donna Clara, 

Loved through long, long years so fondly, 
Thou hast willed to be my ruin, 

Thou hast willed it without mercy. 

“ Donna Clara, Donna Clara, 

Is there gift than life more precious ^ 

And beneath it will be gruesome 
In the cold and gloomy grave-yard 
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“ Clara, oh, be glad! Fernando 
Will to-morrow at the altar 
Claim thee as his own in marriage; 

Wilt thou bid me to the wedding 

“ Don liamiro, Don Karniro, 

What thou sayest smites me sharply, 

More than curses of the planets, 

Which bemock my heart’s desire. 

“ Don Hamiro, Don Karniro, 

Free thyself from moody sadness, 

On the earth are many women, 

But we two by God are parted. 

“Don Hamiro, overthrower 

Of the hosts of Moorish knighthood. 

O’er thyself now be the victor 1 
Oh, my friend, come to my wedding! ” 

“ Donna Clara, Donna Clara, 

Yes, I will be there, I swear it! 

I will tread a measure with thee; 

Fair good-night, I come to-morrow ! 

“ Fair good-night! ” The window clattered 
And Hamiro stood theie sighing, 

Long he stood as changed to marble, 
Vanished at the last in darkness. 
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And at last the long long struggle 
’Tween the night and day was ended, 

And Toledo lay wide-stretching 
Like a garden gay with flowers. 

Palaces and stately buildings 
In the glowing sun are gleaming, 

And the lofty domes of churches 
Gleam and glisten, avS if gilded. 

Distant festive bells are pealing 
Muffled, like the wuld bees’ humming 
Lovely are the godly chan tings 
Itising from (iod’s many houses 

But beyond, there, look, behold ye, 

From the chapel on the market 
With a whirling and a surging 
Streams the festive crowd tumultuous 

Gallant knights and brilliant ladies, 

Servants all in gala garments, 

And the clear-toned bells are ringing, 

And the organ crashes through them 

But through crowds, with cheerful reverence 
Yielding passage, walks the bride-pair, 
Decked in youth and bridal raiment, 

Donna Clara, Don Fernando 
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Eyes of tens of thousands watch them, 
Thousands of glad voices greet them, 

“ Hail thou sun of Castile’s maidens! ” 

“ Hail thou flower of Castile’s knighthood! ” 

Toward the bridegroom’s palace threshold 
Kolls the mighty tide of people, 

Where in pride and ancient usage 
They begin the marriage feasting. 

Knightly sports, and gladsome baiKjuets, 
Follow, each with inirlhful hubbub, 

Swiftly speed the mirthful hours 
Till the dark night closes on them. 

Then the wedding guests assemble 
In the lofty hall for dancing; 

Bright illumed the crowds are shining 
In the vast array of tapers. 

Radiant as a king is Fernand, 

Jtobed in brilliant purple mantle; 

Like a new-blown rose is Claia, 

Blooming m the bride’s white vesture. 

On exalted dais of honour. 

Willing servants hovering round them, 
Bride and bridegroom now are seated 
Resting, sweetest words exchanging. 
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Murmurous sounds the hall re-echoes, 

As when tempest stirs the ocean, 

And the loud-voiced horns are shrilling, 
And the trumpets all are clashing 

“ Tell me why, oh fairest mistress. 

Are thy constant looks directed 
1^0 the hall’s remotest cornei ^ ” 

Thus the knight spoke in amazement. 

“ Dost tliou not descry, Fernando, 

'rhere a moving form black-mantled ^ 

And the kiiiglit smiles light contentment * 
“ Why, ’tis nothing but a sliadow ' " 

But tlie shadow drawing nearei' 

Showed its'df a man blaok-inantled 
Quick she recognised Kamiu., 

Welcomed him, disturbed and Hushing 

• 

And eftsoon the ball is opened, 

Gaily whirls the crowd of dancers 
In the walt/’s giddy circles. 

And the floor is groaning, heaving. 

“ Truly 1 will follow gladly 
To the dance with thee, Hamiro. 

But why in this night-dark mantle 
Hast thou chosen U) come hither ? ” 
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And with stony eyes thcit pierced her 
Don Ramiro glared upon lier. 

Grasping her, he darkly answered : 

“ Thou thyself didst bid me hither.” 

Through the surging whirl of dancers 
These two dancers made a pathway. 

And the kettle-drums are booming, 

And the trumpets all are blaring. 

“ Why, thy cheeks are white as snow-Hakes 
Whispered Clara, fear subduing. 

“ Thou thyself didst bid me hither,” 
Hollow-toned spake Don Raimi o 

Through tlie hall the tapers flicker 
With the swaying tide of dancers, 

And the kettle-drum*? are booming, 

And the trumpets all aie blaring. 

“ Oh, thy very hands are icy! ” 

Clara whispered, terror-stricken. 

“ Thou thyself didst bid me hither.” 

And the whirlpool whirls them onward. 

“ Loose me, loose me, Don Ramiro! 

For thy breath is of the churchyard.” 

And again the self-same answer: 

“Thou thyself didst bid me hither.” 
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And the* floor itself is glowing, 

Merrily the fiddlers fiddle. 

And as in some mad enchantment 
All things in the hall are whirling. 

“ Loose me, loose me, Don liamiro ■ ” 
And the whirlpool swirls and surges, 
Don liamiro makes no answer 
Save those same words, dark and hollow. 

“ Go ’ in God’s great name I bid thee ' ” 
Clara cried in accents steadfast; 

And the w^ord was scarcely uttered, 
When, behold, Eamiro vanished. 

Marble death lay on her features, 

Ice at hea^t, black night aiouiid her , 
Swooning lies the radiant maiden. 
Darkened every sense, unconscious. 

But the mists of slumber leave her, 

And at last she lifts her lashes; 

But amazement once more threatens 
To re-close those gentle eyelids. 

For though all the dance was stirring 
Never had she left the dais. 

Still she sits beside her bridegroom, 

Who is eagerly beseeching. 
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“ Tell me why thy cheek is paling ^ 
Tell me why thine eye is darkening ? ” 
“ Ah f Kaniiro ! " murmured Clara, 

And her tongue was lamed with horror 

Then more deep the anxious furrows 
On Fernando’s forehead gathered. 

Lady, seek no bloody tidings , 

Don Kaniiro died at noon-day.” 


11 . 

LFLSliAZZAL 

The midnight hour was drawing nigh , 
Babylon slumbered silently. 

But ill the palace of the King 
Was flaring light and riotihg. 

Aloft there in the monarch’s hall 
Belshazzar held high festival. 

Jlis minions sat in gleaming line 
And drained the cups of sparkling wine 

The goblets clashed, the varlets roared, 
Such tumult pleased their braggart Lord! 
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The King’s cheeks ilfiine as red as blood, 
And wine hath made him hold of mood, 

And blindly urges him along 
To blaspheme God with impious tongue. 

He stood erect, Idasphemiiig loud; 
Applause lang from the servile crowd. 

He shouted with a glance that burned, 

And a slave sped forth and quick returned 

On his head he bore a precious load 
Kobbed from the temple-shrine of God. 

The King snatched ri'ckk.^'sly from him 
A sacred cup fall to the bum 

To the last drop the cup did he drain. 

And shouted \yith foaming mouth again 

“ Jehovah, at thee contempt 1 Ihiig, 
zVnd I 111 Habylon am King.’’ 

But scarce was the daring taunt expressed 
fire secret terror iilled the King’s breast. 

’I^he strident laughter died away , 

Over all a death-like silence lay. 
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And see * and see ’ on the wall above, 

A ghostly hand began to move. 

And it wrote and wrote the white wall upon, 
Letters of flame it wrote—and was gone. 

The King sate there with rigid look, 

Pallid as death, with knees that shook. 

The courtiers sat in chill dismay. 

Silent they sate—no sound made they. 

The Magi came, but none of them all 
Could read the warning upon the wall 

And ere the morning broke again 
lly Ills own slaves was Jlelshazzar slain. 


12 . 

THE MINSTKELS. 

To the trial of singers ever 

Flocks the eager minstrel throng; 
Stranger contest was there never 
Than this tournament of song. 
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Wild and bounding Fancy serves them 
For a char^^er brave and fine; 

And as buckler Art preserves tbem. 

And their sword is speech divine. 

From gay balconies above them 
(lladsome beauties gaze beneath, 

But the right one is not with them, 
With the one right laurel wreath ^ 

Other knights when as they enter 
For the jousts are hale and sound; 

But we minstrels only venture 

Bearing there our own death-wound. 

And the bard whose life blood boiindeth 
Freest, gushing in his lays, 

lie is victor; for him soundeth 
Beauty’s most exalted praise. 


13- 

Ybiiiig Henry passed with wan pale face; 

Fair Evelyn looked from her bower. 

“ He’s pale,” she murmured—“ Ood give me grace 
As ghosts at the ghostly hour. ’ 
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He raised his eyes to her window above, 

All love-sick to Evelyn’s bower; 

Fair Evelyn turned pale with pain of love, 
Pale as ghosts at the ghostly hour. 

Love-stricken fair Evelyn stood in that place, 
Day by day a-watch from her bower; 

But ere long she lay in Henry’s embrace 
Night by night at the ghostly hour. 


*4 

THE WOUNDED KNIOHT. 

I know an ancient story 
Woeful and sad in sooth ; 

A knight was lying love-stricken, 

For his love had broken her troth. 

Perforce must he despise her. 

That faithless lady fair , 

Must ever scorn as shameful 
His own regret and despair. 

He is fain to ride in the tourney 
And challenge the nobles all : 

“ Who says that my love is not spotless, 
Let him come to the lists and fall.” 



ROMANCES. 


The knights around would be silent, 
Hut not his own keen smart, 

By himself iiiust the lance be levelled 
At his own poor broken heart. 


iS- 

THE VOYAGE. 

1 stood and leant against the mast 
To count each billow trying. 

Oh fair my fatherland adieu ' 
How thf good ship is Hyiag ' 


My true love’s windows glisten bright 
As past them I am tieeting, 

I .^tare until my eyes are dim, 

But get no sign of greeting. 


Oh, that I may not blinded be. 

Ye tears, keep distant from me, 

Oh sore-sick heart, break not, although 
Griefs all too great o’ercome me. 
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16. 

THK SONG OF FEMOliSK 

Sir Glrich ride« through the forest green, 
Where merrily leaves are glistening; 

Before him a maiden form is seen 
Amongst the branches listening. 

I know her well/' says the gay gallant, 
“ The blooming blossom yonder; 

Tempting, doth she my pathway haunt 
When in ciowds or alone I wander. 

“ Twin little rosebuds arc her lips, 

So fresh and so delightful. 

But often from between them slips 
A hateful word and spiteful. 

"And therefore much a rosebush fair 
Her little mouth resembles. 

And veiiomed snakes of cunning rare 
Hiss where the foliage trembles. 

" And that delicious dimple, too, 

Upon the cheek delicious. 

That is a pit I plunged into, 

Crazed by desire ])ernicious. 
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“ The beauteous curls I loved so well 
Upon that head of beauty, 

They were the net wherein T fell 
To be the devil’s booty 

“ And that blue eye as clear to see 
As waters ^lidirit^ purely. 

It seemed the ^ate of lieaveii to me, 

Yet It was hell's gate suiely.” 

And thiough the wood Sir Uliich Jide>>, 

Tlu' dark leaves \vhis[)er eerie, 

Another Form before bim glide>, 

I hit this IS wan and weary. 

‘ () Mothei he erien, “ wlio lovd’st me so. 
With mother's love so trw'v. 

Whose life I turned i(' bitter wo*^ 

With act and word unruly 

“ (V)uld 1 dry tliine eyes witii the scorching he 
Wheiewith my own pangs aie glowing ' 
Could 1 crimson thy cheeks so pale and swx*et 
With blood from my own heart flowing ' " 

Afid the knight rides on among the trees, 

The twilight shades are falling, 

And murmurs rise on the evening breeze. 

Strange voices round him calling 
VUL. IX. 


K 
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And again and again are the words renewed, 

The words himself had uttered; 

’Twas the sly little birds of the good green wood 
That sang and chattered and fluttered 

“ Sir nirich sings his pie tty song, 

His song of remorseful sonow 
And when lie comes to the end oi his song, 

He’ll liegin it again on the nun row.” 


TO A SLNOKi:, SlNtONC OLD 

KOMAXCE 

Still does her chainung iinag(‘ haunl. nie 

o' o 

As when at fiist she met iiiv view ' 

•/ 

'riie lovely and nn sterious singing 
Within my luMit was softly iinging 
Till to my eyes the tears came s])iinging, 
And what befell me scarce 1 knew 

A vision came across my sensc'^ 

And I was still a guikdess child, 
kSitling in sileiicij b} tlie light 
111 my dear mothers ehainbei blight, 
lieadiiig old stoiics) of delight, 

Whilst outside night and wind weie wild 



ROMANCES. 


67 


To life the ancient legends started, 

The knights were rising from their grave, 
At lloncesvalles the fray advances, 

Sir ]inland to the rescue prances, 

Followed by scores ot valiant lances, 

And, ah' uy Gaiiclon the Knave 


An evil bed makes he for liolaiid, 

Who^e blood streams foi 1 h, whose eyes wax dim , 
Scarce to his Kaiser’s ears had passt'd 
From the famed hoin, the signal-blast, 

Ere llie ])ale Knight bad bre.itlied his last, 

And all my vision oied with him 


Then came a stir and loiul cun fusion 
That from my dream ''ailed me so , 
I'lie b'gt'iid f’roi 1 my soul w’as (In mg, 
bMid clapping hands, in plaudits \icing 
I'bi* hearers eiulless lJra\as cniiig— 
Tile /n'LUKi donna cuilsied low 


18 


THE S()N(i OF THK GTIKEAS. 

A10 iny golden guineas blight, 
Whithei have ye taken llight 
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Are ye with the golden fishes 
Which rejoicing in the river 
Dive and rise and dive for evei ^ 


Are ye with the golden blossoms, 
Which, upon an einerald lawn, 
S])arkle in the dews of dawn 


Are ye with the golden birdies, 
Which, berayed in shining ethei, 
Float thro’ purple air together ^ 


Ale ye witli the golden planets. 

Which in brilliant aimies blight 
Smile fioin heaven tliimigh all the night 


Ah ' my bright and golden guineas, 
Swim not in the stream haid by 
Sparkle not in meadow’s dew, 
Hover not in ether’s blue, 

Smile not from the shining sky 


Ah ^ those Manichfcans, rot ’em, 

In their ereedy claws have ^ot ’em ' 
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1 ) 1 AL()(JUE ON TADEIOJOCN HEATH 

" 1 )o you hear far music sounding 
As of fiddles and hassoon ? 

Many a pretty girl is honnding 
Yoiidei to the light-wiiiged tune ’ 

“ Wliy, my friend, why, what a blunder ' 

As to fiddles^ 1 Can’t hc.ir ’iMii 

Only piglings scpieal out yonder 

With the old ones giunting iieai 'em 

‘ Oo you hear the bugles pealing 
"vVlieie ibe merry huiitsiiu n ])ass. 

And th(‘ shepherd’s pipes come stealing 
VVhilsL the still Hocks crop the grass ^' 

“ Why, my friend, the sound you’re hearing 
is no pipe’ no luigle blows’ 

I’ut I see tin swineheid nearing. 

Driving home his hogs and sows' 

“ 1K) you hear, like choirs competing 
In the distance sweetest lavs ^ 

Angels with their wings are beating 
To siieh sounds t heir loudest praise ’ 
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* Why. good sir, those dulcet snatches 
Arc no rivalry of song, 

Tis the scrcfiwing hoy who watches 
Geese, that drives his geese along 

“ Don’t you hear the bells a-cliiming 
Wondrous sweet and wondrous cleai ^ 
Where the folk the hill are ehinhing 
1 V) then church, devout, sincere ” 

“ Wliy, my friend, those strains tninsemidinj. 

Are the hells of ox and cow, 

^Po their gloomy stables wending 
Dome witli foreheads diooping low ’ 

“ See, a silent nod doth greet m^^ ^ 

Don’t you see a wim]de dance ^ 

'Tis my own love there tf» meet me, 
earning in her dewy glance.” 

“Why, my friend, there’s no one nodding’ 

I hi I i see an old wife go 
Pale and lean, on crut< lies ]»l<»dding 
To the meadow-])ath liclow ” 

“Laugh, old friend, to my confusion, 

Jeer at my fantastic quest. 

Hut you can’t change to delusion 
What 1 hold deep in my hreast ” 
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IWKAM AND LIFE 

The (hiy was glowing, and so glowed ley heart, 

But all silent 1 bore within me the smart, 

And I stole forth in silence, as soon as iii^ht fell. 
Where the rose bloomeil in silence—a place I knew 
well. 

1 drew near softlv aiul dumb as the LO’ave, 

Only my tears my cheeks did lave. 

And into tlie rose’s cup did I ijaze, 

Then* a light slione out liki* a glowing bla/e. 

Xeai the lose 1 lay down ro sleep poaeidull}. 

When a uiocking di(>ani made its '«]*oit oi nn* 

1 saw there a rosy maiden’s form, 

A b»)div*e of rose hid her bosom \varni 

Sonu'thing prett\ slie gave me, and gohh'n and solt. 
Which into a gold house 1 lam* aloft ; 

All things in t.hat house were wondiou'^lv gav 
And a bevy was dancing in festive array. 

The danceis wen* lw’(‘l\e tlipy no juuse knew’ oi res^,. 
Each one’s )»and in anotbei’s hand ivas liim piessed. 
And vvlieiu*ver one d.iiice to its end diew nnjb, 
Another began ere the tirst laid gone bv 
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Through the music came to my ear this strain ■ 

“ The sweetest of hours will ne’er come again; 
Thy whole life has been nothing else but a dream, 
And this hour is only a dream in that dream.” 

The dream was gone when morning burned, 
Quickly my eye to liie r()se was turned • 

Ah woe’ instead of the Hame’s briglit glow, 

A dull ^orin linked in the calyx now 


LN AN ALIUIM 

One huge highway is this woild of ours. 

And along it we men are but hurriers. 

For on horse and on foot eiich mortal scours, 
What art* we footmen and couriers 

Our kerchiefs we wave as we pass on the road. 
And nod from the carnage a greeting. 

Hut no tune to tarry and kiss is allnwcil, 

For iniward the swift steeds are fleeting. 

Scarce ha\ e we met at the same posthouse. 

Oh’ mueh beloved Prim(‘ Alexander 
When llie jiostboy’s horn for de])aitiire blows. 
And blows ns far asnrulei 
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A TliUlSM. 

Whoii spring with its sunshine hours is here. 
Each dear little floweret huds and blows, 
When the moon on her radiant journey goes, 
Then follows her wake e\(?ry starlet clear 
When the sin<?er looks into two sweet eves. 
From the d(*pths of his spiiit his songs arise 
I>ut songs and stars, and the dear little tlowers. 
And eyes, and nioon-ra>s. and sunsliine hours 
However niiieh all such .stufl ma} please 
W(*- cannot make us a world of these 
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SONNET TO A. W. SCULEGEL. 

In swelling hoop, thrtiiig a trim bouquet. 

Each painted cheek with tiny patches graced, 

A tower-lik(i liead-diess, and a wasp-hke waist, 
Witli beaked paiitouflles and embroidery gay— 

Tins was the German Aluse’s late ariay, 

AVhat lime she came to hold thee close embraced, 
Hut uhou didst gelr thee from her paths in haste, 
And dreaniinif didst ])ursue tliy devious ^^^y— 

TIkmi didst thou find a eastle in a wood 
Where, like juiie marble, lay in solitude 
The sweetest maiden in enchanted rest ; 

Hut at til}’ greeting, In t the ."pell was broke. 

And, smiling, (buinaiiy’s true JVIu.se awoke 

To .sink at once, lov(‘-vanquisiied, on thy breast. 


TO MV MoTllEIk H TIETNE 

I 

J have been wont l.o hear iny head on high, * 
Hanght} and stern am 1 of niooil and mien: 
Yea, tho’ a king .should gaze on me, I ween, 

1 should not at his gaze east, down my eye 
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But I will speak, dear Mother, cniididly: 

When most puffed up my haughty mood hath been, 
At thy sweet presence, blissful and serene, 

I feel the shudder of humility 

Does thy soul all unknown my soul subdue, 

Thy lofty soid that pierces all things tin o' 

And speeds on lightning wings tc) heaven’s blue ^ 

Or am 1 nicked by what my memoiies tell 
Of fre(iucnt deeds whicli caused thy heart to swell— 
That ])eauteous heart which loved me, ah' too well 


Thee had 1 once in a mad drecJii f(»rsaken. 

And then J longed to roam the wulc world ovei, 

To see, pendiance, it 1 might Love di.?c*over. 

And, with embiaces loving. Love awaken ' 

T made my search for Love thro’ all the ways, 

Before each door witli outstretched hands ini])lor(Ml 
Like any hoggar, alms from Love’s rich hoard. 

Men sneered, and froze me with their seoinful gaze. 
But in iny love-search never ceasing, ever 
For Ijove, still Love, I sought and found it never; 

Then*turning once more, homeward, siek with care. 
Thou didst come forth to meet me—was 1 dreaming'' 
For oh, behold' in thy deep py(*s lay gleaming, 

Love, the long-sought-for, sweetest Love, was there ' 
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SONNET TO H. S. 

When hastily upon thy paj^e I gaze, 

Then starts to welcome me the long-endeared, 
Tlie golden forij]s which to mine eyes appeand 
In boyhood’s dreams and in my childhood’s days 
Again 1 see the sacred minster raise 

Its height to heaven, by Oorman faith upreared; 
Again the organ and the chimes are heard, 

And, low between, love’s sweet complaining lays 
And iiinilde imjis in swainis my eye perceives, 
Who clamber freakhsh round the minster towers 
To min trellised stone and dainty flowers. 

A'et though you stri}) the oak of all its leaves, 

And steal the verdant glory of its hue, 

(’omes a new sjiring. ’twill bowei itself anew 
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Wrni dolts I dance not—no ’ nor incense bear 
To those who seem of ^old, but aie of clay , 

Nor grasp his proffered hand who, when he may 
To very tatters my fair name will tear, 

Nor do I bow before the harlots fair 

Who shameless of tlieir shame do make disjday, 
Nor shall 1 tug with all t,he mob, when they 
Harness themselves to their own idol’s eai 
Of course T know tliat ^-he stout oak must fall, 
While su])ple-bending river reeds stand fast 
After, just as before the tempest-blast. 

But what’s the good jf such a reed at all ^ 

What luck ^ to serve some co\coinb for a proj». 
Or help to dust the garments of ii f(jp ! 

2 . 

Give mo» the vizard—1 will mask me eke 

As some poor beggar, that the rogues who show 
So bravely in historic domino 
May never dream that 1 am of their clique. 
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And like the rabble let me act and s])eak, 

To show mvsell the lowest of tlie low. 

Disclaiming all the spirit’s fire ami glow, 

In dalliance with vailets vaiii and wvak. 

Tims will 1 dance at the great fancy-ball 

With knights, monks, kings aroiimh a motley crew, 
Welcomed by harlequin though known to few, 
lkdal)Oiired 1)V the wooden swords of all 

V 

Aye. lIku’c’s the joke ’ for should my masking cease, 
Then all this gallows-gang must hold their jicace 


J laugh at the insiiud <laiidy-sh.ii>os, 

(Jloatiiig about me, with their he-goat iaccs 
Laugh at tlie en)]>ty vul})ine iun'd, winch tiaces 
My steps with st(‘althy leers, .nid snills and gajies, 
Laugli at the highly-leaiiied i.iee oi a})cs, 

Who vaunt themselves as judges proud of merit, 
Laugh at the im^creaiits of feeble ^])irit, 

Whose veiiouied shafts no wank of mine esea])es— 

Still though kind Fortune’s gifts in ruination 

Jly Fate s stern hands before mine (*yes are strown, 
And at my feet aie as in mockery flung 
Kv'n though my lieait within my bre.ist is wiurig, 
W'rung even to breaking—shattered and o’er- 
tlirown— 

A hearty ringing laugh’s some consolation 
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4 Jt‘ 

There haunts niy hrain .i wondrous ]>n‘tty lay, 
And in the lay a juettv sonjjf is iin^nni; 

And in the song is living, hlooining, springing, 
A maiden, young and lovely as a fay: 

And in this maid a little heait doth stay, 
lUit 111 that heart no glow of love you find 
Into that lovtde'ys, {lost-enciieled mind 
Nothing but }>nd(^ and seuin can (ind then way 
Dost hear, how in my head the lay is iinging ^ 
And how the song lings out so stmn and sad ' 
And how lliu maid’s hjw Liiigh its bindeii beans 
My head 1 leai will soon in twain he spiiiiging— 
Oh horroi ' foi 1 teai I ma) go mad— 

My leason toLiens with these unknown teais 


5 

In the still niel.ineholy e\ening-]»oin 
lling in my eais songs silmit long ago, 

Willie down niv cheeks my tears in torieiils How, 
And from my old lieart-wauinds the blood-stieaiiis [)oui 
And like as in a magie mirror’s llooi, 
iJefore in} eyes my darling’s image Hits, 

III bodice I'ed as at her woik she sits 
Around liei, holy peace reigns eveinioie 
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Anon, shell spring out of her chair, and sever 
From her dear head one of the dam lies t curls, 

And give it me, with joy my head still whirls. 

But Satan’s turned my joy to pain for ever, 

He from those hairs has spun a cable strong 
And leads me up and down, for yea.rs along. 

6 * 

“ When I, a year ago, came back to thee, 

No kiss of welcome on my hj)s was laid,” 

1 growled—the rosy li])s of my sweet maid, 

With sweetest kiss, for growl requited me ; 

Then with sweet smile a myrtle slip plucked she, 
Fiom oir the bush that at the window stood 
“ Take that,” she said, “ plant it in soil that’s good, 
Tut ov(*r It a glass; and then you’ll see.” 

It’s all lung past, the slip in pot is dead, 

Nor her sweet self for years have 1 beheld, 

But still that kiss is burning in my head, 

And from afar it made me latevy stray, 

Where my love dwells. All night my post 1 held, 
Before her door—then went with morn away. 

/ • 

(luard thee, my friend, from grimmest devils’i,aws, 
More dangerous yet aie angels softly smiling; 

One such I knew, and she my heart beguiling, 
IToll’ered sweet kiss—right soon 1 felt sharp claws— 
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Guard thee, iiiy friend, from black old pussy’s paws; 
More dangerous yet are white young kittens 
mewing— 

One such I took for Love, to niy undoing — 

My heart was toi‘n to rags—iny Love the cause— 

Oh sweet heguiler! wondiou« lovely maiden^ 

How could thine eyes of eleaieftt blue deceive me ' 
Could thy soft paw of my heart’s llesh bereave me ^ 
My kitten’s softest paw with sweet scent Lideii 
Oh might I })iesh it to my lips all glowing! 

And might my heart’s blood then to death be 
How mg ’ 


8 * 

How soon would ])ovcrty forsake me wholly, 

Could I with faultless jiencil ]^^ ;ij)])eahng 
To all, and deck the walls from lloor to eeiling, 

Of hall or church, with pictuies g.iy or holy! 

How soon the gold would fall, like showcis in thunder, 
If on tlic llutc, tfie fiddle, and jaano, 

1 (‘oiild so wTitc for hass and for soja’ano, 

Tliat lords and ladies should clap hands in wonder' 
Hut Mammon ne’er will smile njum poor me, 

Alas, alas ’ one only art I eherisli 
And LlTat’s I lie starving art of Poesy— 

And so, while other men, with goblets llow'ing, 

Are god-hke uii ehainpagne, why 1 must peiish 

Of tliirst, or lo the })iimi) for drink he g(ung 
VOI-. IX. V 
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9 * 

Mere tortiue-ehjiiuber has this world been to me, 
Wheie by the lieels the hangman me siiB})ended, 
With red-hot pincers all my ineinbers lended, 

Then into cramping iron fetters threw me. 

Wild shiieks of nameless pain lesounded thiough me, 
From mouth and eyes the blood was streaiuing 
till ions— 

A Lid> passing by bto])})ed, cool and curious; 

With golden hamniei’s nmff dc fjrdcr she slew me, 

Tlien enrolls looked she on while m contortion 
My limbs weie writhing, m Death’s grim abortion. 
From ble(*-ding moiitli my tongue hung out and 
<juivered— 

Curious .she gazed, while .still my w(‘ak heart shivered— 
My last death-rattle seemed sweet music to her, 

And to a cold and mocking laughter drew liei. 

10 * 

Thou’st seen me oft fight with that clownish race 
Of painted cats, .ind piijjpies glass-in-eye, 

Who love to foul my fair name’s purity, 

And with their tongues would me to luin chase 
Thou’sl seen me olL tea.sed by the ])edant try, 
SuiTounded by each foors-eap-w^eariiig ass, 

My heart lor every poisonous snake a jilace, 

While my life's blood from euuiitless wounds doth fly. 
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But thou alone like to a tower did’bt stand . 

In storms, thy head like lighthouse on firm land; 
Thy true heart was to me a harbour sure— 

A harbour, but across a stormy mam— 

Few ships perhaps that harbour may attain, 

But who attains may slumber there, secure. 

II 

Fain would T wee}), but weeping is denied. 

Fain would I strive, with ardoiii upwards leap, 

But striving is denied, on earth 1 creep 
Where foul snakes all around me hiss and glide. 
Fain would I near my deaiest Love abide, 

O’er my Life’s doy in circling s})ace would sweep 
In her health-giving breath my own to steo[) 

1 was denied ^ Afy heart grew sick indtied. 

Out of my broken heart the blood flows fast, 

The vScaldiiig blood, and I wax faint and chili. 

And to my isyes all tilings grow drear and dreaiei. 
With strange mysterious Ihnll I long for nearer 
View of that (loudlaiid where pale ghosts and still 
Their loving arms would gently round me cast. 
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rilOliOGUE 

Til EKE once was a knight, who was moody and drear, 
Wan and hollow beyond all telling. 

He staggered and stumbled, now hither, now here, 
Some desolate dream him compelling. 

So wooden, so lumpish, so clumsy was he, 

That the girls and the tlovvers they tittered with glee, 
When he shambled along past tlieir dwelling. 

In the gloomiest corner he sat there remote, 

And shrank where his fellows were thronging, 

And tho’ never a word from his lips ye might note, 

He would stretch forth his arms with strange longing. 
But the one tiny tap at his door would he hear, 

When singing and ringing came echoing clear 
As the Miiistei the midnight was tonguing. 

Then enters his loved one, she steals to his chair, 

Clad in raiment of foam white and gushing, 

But her veil it is only one magical glare; 

Like a rose she is blushing and flushing. 

Gold tresses are playing around her fair feet, 

And her eyes have a power resistless and sweet. 

To the other’s embrace each is rushing. 

84 
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The knight, he enclasps her with passionate might, 

He was wooden—he bursts into fire, 

He dreamt, but he wakes, he is red who was white, 
The timid is bold with desire 
With her wiles and her glamour Lhe kiiiglit is 
beguiled, 

And her veil she cast over his head while she smiled— 
The veil of her witchery dire. 

And now by enchantment he stands in a hall 
Jiuilt of water, by wfiter .surrounded . 

With the glare and the glitter, the lush and the 
fall 

The knight is bemused and confounded. 

But the water-fay clingeth still close to his side. 

The knight he is bridegroom, the hiy she is bride; 

And the lutes of her handmaids resounded. 

They play and they sing — and they sing with 
delight, 

To her feet leapetli evi'ry dancer, 

His wits and his senses are leaving the knight, 

Yet more tightly he strains the eiitrancer. 

When—the lights are extinguished, the brilliance is 
gciie, 

The knight he is sitting at home—and alone, 

In the poet's poor desolate garret 
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I. 

All m the wondrous month oJ Mav, 
When every bud was blowing. 
Then deep within my bosom 
The tender love was growing. 


All in the wondrous month of Alav 
Wlien birds sang late and earl\, 

I told my love and longing 
To her 1 love, so ilearly 


2 . 

Out of my tears many flowers 
In rarest bloom arise. 

And the sfmgs of a choius ot nightingales 
Ue-echo out of my sighs. 


And little one, if thou wilt love me, 
Thine all the flowers sliall be, 
And the nightingale at thy window 
Shall carol his blithest for thee 
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3- 

The rose and the lily, the dove and the sun, 

With a passionate love 1 once loved c^'cry one 
I love them no more—hut 1 Jove the f‘om])letest, 

The neatest and niectest, discreetest and sweetest. 

She herself is love's well-spring^ and other tliere's iion(‘ 
Foi she’s ros(‘ and she’s lily, she's dove ami she’s sun. 

4- 

When as I gaze ^nt«) tliim^ eyes, 

Then every }>ain and M)ri(»w lln^^. 
lint when inv li]‘s aie pressed U» llnnr, 

Then perfect health and joy are mine 

And when upon thy heait J nvst, 

Heaven's ecstasy o'ei Hoods niy breast 
r»ut whew thou sayest—1 love hut thee, 
Thi'ii I do weep most bitterly 


5- 

So fair aiid dear thy features seem, 
As now I saw them in my dieani. 

So sweet, so angel-like thou ait, 

Yet pale—so ])ale it breaks my heait 
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Slill rose hues on thy lips prevail, 

Ihit cl(‘ath ere long will kiss them pale. 

Kveii now the heavenly radiance f’ies 
Winch shone from out those pure calm eyes 

6. 

(-))i lean tliy cheek upon my cheek, 

That, together our tears may flow I 
Ami to m> heart ]»rcss fa^t thy heait, 

That together their tlames may glow. 

And when tlie stieam (»f oni tears shall How 
Where thai mighty llame is hurning, 

And when my stiong arms lound thy body J throw, 
* <he of wild love’s yf’arniiig. 


7- 

1 will bathe my spirit rejoicing 
I lee]) 111 I he lily’s bell 
The bly shall tlnmce be voicing 
A song to my bomnbol. 

The song .^hall leap and quiver, 

As on her moc.th the kiss, 

Which she gave me once and for ever 
In ii moment of v\ondrous bliss 
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8 

The stars have stood uniiioviri <4 
Upon the heavenly plains 

For ages, gazing each on each, 
With all a lover's pains. 

They speak a noble language, 
Copious and rich and strong. 

Yet none of your greatest schoohne 
Can understand that tongue. 

lUit I have learnt it, and never 
Can forget it for my part— 

For I used as my only grammar 
Thf* face of the joy of my heert 

9- 

Oil wings of*song I’d bear thee 
Away whom 1 love so well, 

Away to the Ganges' prairie, 

1 know where 'tis fair to dwell. 

•There in the still noon is sleeping 
A goi^geous-tloweied grove, 

The lotus-flowers are keeping 
Watch for the sister they love 
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The violets prattle and flutter, 

And gaze at the stars above, 

In sccrcit the roses utter 

Tlieir fragrant stories of love 

Lithe, gentle gazelles come ]»ouiiding 
N carer to list to the i ose, 

Afai you may hear lesoundiiig, 

^riie Sacred Stream as it Hows 

Then' will we slumber, sinkinu 
Heneath the jialm to rest. 

Love and re]H)se in-drinking, 

Aiivl ilicaniing dreams thnce-blest. 


TO 

TIjo lotus-blossom trenf^ides 

At the Sun’s resplendent light. 
And wa'is with drooping foreliead 
In diearns Uie coming night. 

The moon he is her leman. 

And wakes her frenn hex ilreams 
Hot cl’aste flower-fae(‘ unveiling, 
T(> him, she meets his beams 
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She beams and glows and glimmers, 
Her upward gaze she sliaiiis, 
Vours forth her tears and peifume 
Of Love, and Love’s sweet ])ains 

11 

By 1 thine, our sacred river, 

On mijioring wav(*s is thrown 
With Its great T )om for evei. 

Our gieat and sacied Cologne 

High in the J)oni hath its station 
A picture on leather of gold, 
Amid my life’s desolation 
I savv It, and was consoled 

Flowers and seraphs liover 
Aiouiid Our Lady there. 

Whoso eyes, li}»s, chei*ks, discovei’ 
The face of my sweetheait fair. 


12 . 


Thou lov’st me not—thou lov’st not me, 
That’a uniiii]iortant, very * 

To gaze upon thee is to be 

More than a monarch meiry. 
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Thou hatest, hatcst me indeed— 
Thy rosy bps declare it; 

But lend them me to kiss at need, 
And, child, 1 well may bear it 


13 * 

Thou must twine thee so lovingly round me, 

Thou woman, dear, lovely and warm, 

Till with arms and with feet thou hast bound me 
And with all the lithe grace of thy form. 

Thou she threw luu'self mightily on me, 

SIh*. twined, nnd she wound, and she jiressed 
Sh( w^on me, most beautiful serpent* 

Tlei Laocoon the thric(' blest 


14 

Nay, swear not, only kiss me now ' 

1 mav not trust a woman’s vow ! 

f 

'riioMjh sweet thy word, more sweet to me 
The kiss that 1 have won from thee. 

I have It, and I hold it tiue, * 

But wolds are breath and fleetiiiii dew. 

O 
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Nay, swear, iny darling, breathe thy vow ; 

I trust thy merest promise now. 

For sinking thus upon thy lireast 
T know myself supremely blest. 

T know that thou my love wilt be 
For years beyond eternity. 

15 

Upon my dearest’s pretty eyiie 
I make tlie fairest canzoni, 

Upon my dearest’s mouth so hue 
1 make the best terza iima, 

Upon my dearest’s clieek divine 
1 make the noblest stanze 
And I’d ])eu her a sonnet, and not a bad one, 
Dn her little lieart—if she oiil} h.id one 

16 

I* 

The world has neithei e}es noi brains. 

It glows in stilltifieatioii! 

Of thee, my pietty ehild, it eonipLiiiis 
Thou hast not the be^t reputation 

The world has neither brains noi i*yes. 

For evei niis-discerning, 

It knows not what joy in thy kisses lies, 

Nor the ecstasy of their binning. 
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i7- 

'riiou shiilt tell me now, my sweeting. 

\rt tliou not indeed the dreiim 
Which, when summei nights are Heeling, 
Througli the poet’s brain doth stream ? 

Mo a month so sweet with jiassion, 
l<]yes so lull of magic light, 

Sueli a dill ling cliild to fashion 
Is he\und tin' ])oet’s might 

Vjimpne> Imsilishs malicious, 

I )ragi)ii-)>ro()tl and monsters dire 
All such l'al)led beasts pernicious, 

'J^liese create the poet’s fne 

r»nt thyscJl, tliy freaks and fancies, 

And thy face s<» tender-bnjrht, 

And iliy trnthlnl, tTeachcious glances, 
Ale beyoiHl Uic noet’s might 


l8 

lak<* tile o(' *an-fofim-iK)rn iroddess 
Slimes ni\ lovi* with Ijeaiily decKed, 
f»f ootik* unheard-of stiangei 
She’s the little bride-elect. 
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Oil iny heart, thou patient sufferei, 
Dear no grudge that she’s untrue, 
Hear, hear with hei and forgive hei, 
All the prett}" fool may do 


19 . 

1 know no grudge though my own heart should break. 
Oh ’ my lost Love, no gnulge for thy sweet sake 
Beam as tliou will in all tliy diamonds bright, 

No beam can shine to cheer thy liosom’s night 

I’ve known it long I saw thee in my slee]), 

And o’ei thy heart night brooded dark ami deep. 

I saw the serpent gnawing at thy breast 
And knew ihee of all women wretehedcst 


20 . 

Yes, thou ait wreteh’ed, and all giudgc dejiaits 
O Love, we eannot ’scape horn wietehedness 
Till Death Inmsell shall bieak our stricken lieail.^ 
0 Love, we eannot ’scape from wretchedness 

The ni(X‘kery on thy li]) 1 see it well. 

1 see delianco Hashing from thine e}e, 

I see the pride which makes thy bosom swell— 
Yet ait thou wretclied, wretched even as 1. 
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1)UL pjini will twitch the lip unseen of Jill, 

In tli.it [iroiul hosoni hidden wounds do lie; 
Tliiit eye is diiiiiued by te.'irs that dare not fall— 
() Love, we must be wretched—till we die 


21 

IbMt'ho’ what music enlraiiciim ' 

Flutes. li<Idles, and truin])cLs, and all' 
And see where my love is danciii|Lf 
A d.inee at her weddin<^ ball. 

IftM^ho ■ what a clamour and droning ’ 
How tlie trumjiets bray thro’ the hall 
Ihili hiiik to the sobbing and groaning 
Ol the good angels all. 


22 

And ('anst thou have foigotten wholly 
How I'jij^ thy heart was mine, mine solely ^ 

Tlial siD.ill heait so swetl, and t>o false, and so wee, 
Nbjught sweeter, nought falser could ever be. 

( aiist thou h:i\e forgotten the love and anguish 
W'herewitb my heart oppressed did languislr^ 

I know' not il love was gieater tlmn care, 
i Old) know how gi'eat both were. 
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23- 

Tf they knew, the tiny floweis, 

How bleeds my wounded heart. 

Their tears would mingle in showers 
With mine, to heal the smart. 

And if th(i nightingales knew it, 

How sad and sick is my soul, 

'Fhey would burst into song to renew it. 
And make my spirit whole. 

To the golden stars were it given 
To know of my soriow and jiain, 

They would quit their loHy Heaven 
To bid me take heart again. 

How should these know it, 1 wonder' 
One only knows my smart, 

It IS she who lierself rent asunder, 

L'eut asunder my heart. 

24 . 

*Oh wherefore are the roses wan, 

Oh say, my Love, wherefore '' 

And wherefore the gieen grass upon 
JUue violets breathe no more 
VOL. IX. c; 
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Oh wlicK'fore siii^s the lark o’erhead 
A song of such despair ? 

And why are death-like odours shed 
From tragraiit lavender ? 

VVh\ gle«iiiis the sun so eoldly bright 
I'pon tlie saddened le.a ' 

The inoiiriiful eorth in griiy is dight, 

"tis like a grave to me 

Oh wherc'lorc 0111 1 so sick and so diedi, 

(>h siy, my Lovi;, my own , 

()!i say, m 3 ' deartist, my heart’s own deal. 
AVliereloie hast i-lnui left me lone ^ 


25 . 

'riiey have borne you tales of yoiii lovei, 
Ot .-.I iideis whal a liosl ’ 

I'ut nevrr enuld they disco\ei 
Wliat wiung my soul the most. 

'riiey made a pother uncivil, 

With doleiul shake ol the head, 

Idio} whis])ejed 1 was the devil, 

And you believed all they said 
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But none of them knew wholly 
What far surpassed the rest— 

The greatest evil and folly 
Lay hid in my own hreast 

26 . 

The nightingale sang, the lime was in flower, 

The sun was laughing with hearty glee, 

Your arms were about me, you kissed me that houi, 
On your heaving bosom you cradled me. 

The raven croaked, and the lime-leaves tell, 

The sun’s salute was a peevish light, 

We bade to each other a frostv “Farewell,” 

And you curtsied politely a curtsy polite. 

27 . 

We have felt so much the one for the other, 

Yet lived in an excellent concord, God knows, 

We have played at husband and wife togethei. 

Yet nei'er once came to scratchings or blows 
.We have shouted together in joy and in jest, 

And tenderly too we have kissed and caressed. 

And w^e yilayed at the last in chihlish glee 
At hide-and-s(jek through life’s tangled maze, 

And managed to hide so completely that we 
Shall not find each other through all our days. 
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I’vi* no beliet in Heaven, 
Whereof the parsons drone, 
Thine eye’s what 1 believe 111, 
JMy Heaven's light alone 

I’ve no belief in (Jodhead, 
Whereof the paisons drone, 
Tliy heait’s all 1 believe in, 

It fills niy Clodhead’s tin one 

I’ve no belief 111 Devil 

Jlell, and Hell’s evil smart, 
Thine eve I do believe m, 

And in ihy evil heart. 


2Q 

You stood by me the longest, 

Nuj ^])ared }ouiself to save me, 
Coiijl--»rt and hope you gave me 
\\ hen want and feai were strongest. 

With meat and iliiiik you supjilied nnf, 
With linen of }oui own weaving, 

W ith a passpoit when J w.is leaving, 
Nor w^as youi purse denied me 
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My darling ! From scorching and freezing 
May God protect her ever, 

And may He in mercy forgive her 
Her goodness to me unceasing ’ 

30. 

Old Mother Earth was close-fisted so long 

When May came on with “de7)ense r emarqliable ” ; 
And the world is joy, and laughter, anti song, 

But for laughter—“de n’en suis plus capable ” 

The bells are chiming, the flowers they grow, 

The birds they chatter, “comme lians une fable ” 
But ill all their chatter no jileasure I know, 

Tor all IS to me line aflairc miserable ” 


Still all mankind seems sad and shady, 

Even my friend, “autrefois passable,” 
Because tht'v now stjle and intitle '‘My Tiady” 
My sv\cetest love, “si douci' et aimable.” 


But wh«n I loitered in foreign climes 

And I dreametl thcie regardless of seasons and times. 

My darl ing found that the time went slow, 

And she stitched and contrived for herself a trousseau, 
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And as husband in tender arms she wound 
The dullest }"oun^ dullard for miles around. 

My love is so cjcuitle and fan* to see, 

That her gracious image still haunteth me; 

The violet eyes and the cheek’s rose-hue 

Will bloom and will blossom the whole year through 

To let slip by so charming a wife 

Was the dullesi of all the dull acts of my life. 


32 * 

Th(‘ violets of her eyes, the rose 
That on liei »lieek so softl> glows, 
'rij(‘ lilies her wliite hands disclose— 
These bloom as sweetly as before 
I hit the lui.irt IS rotten to the core 


3 ^ 

S(t f.oi IS the wmld, and so blue the sky, 

'Ihe .iirs breathe so balmy and tendeily, 

< hi ihe meadows the flowers with ojn'ii eve 
S]iaik]e and gleam wliere the dewdrojis lie, * 
And men arc eMiltmg as 1 pass by 

Ihu 1 Would he in tlie giave’s strait bed 
Ami nestle elo,se to a love that is dead. 
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Oh sweet my darling, when tlie gloom 
Of the sad grave shall hide the('>, 

I will descend into thy tomb 
And nestle close beside thee. 

All silent and pallid and cold as thon art — 

With trembling, rejoicing, and sigliiiig 
I will kiss theti and strain thee, close, close to my heart, 
Till J too am sw^ooning and dying. 

The dead shall arise at the midnight sound. 

In airy circles sweeping, 
l>ut thou and 1 will stay ’iieatli the ground. 

In thine arni'^ shall 1 be slee])ing. 

The dead .shall arise to delight or di'spaii 
As the Judgment Day is breaking; 

But we shall lie, without thought or cnie 
In e<ich other’s arms unwakiiiL’'. 


35 

•There stands a haiely fir-tre(‘ 

Far norih (ui a naked heiglit; 

He slumbers -the ice and snowdiifls 
Knfold him in mantle wluti*. 
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TIo is dreaming of a palm-tree 
That far in the Eastern land 
(5neves lonely and uncomplaining 
On a waste of scorching sand. 


35 * 

Eoauteous stars, with golden ray. 
Orcet niy dear one fai away. 

Tell her, weak and worn I feel. 
Sick at heart, hut true as ste(*l 


(Til V JTead speal s.) 

Oil that the lootstool I might be 
Whereon my darding\s,feet are set; 
TIkaicIi she should sore h(;trani])h^ me, 
Nevt'i* would 1 complain or fret. 

Jfnni speaJrs^ 

Oh that, th( cushion 1 miLdit lie 

^ • 

Wherein her jniis my darling sticks’ 

) houL’h she should slah and ])rick at rue 
1 would rejoice in stahs and ])rieks. 
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Oh that the; papei I might he 

Wherewith slie curls lier sunny hair 
Tlieii all that lives and breathes in me 
In whispers to her eat I’d bear 

38 

From the hour my dearest fled 
All my trick of laughtei's ilead ; 

»I(*sls lly round from many a bore. 

But ] laugh no more, no more 

From the hour she left me lone 
All my power of weepnio’s gom‘. 
Breaks mv heart with angin.sl; sore. 
But 1 weep no more, no more 

39 

From out my soirow comes fortii song, 
'I'lie tiny songs 1 utter. 

They spread their wings and fluttei 
To the heart 1 have trusted long 

They found then way in a iimiute 
But soon they return eomplaiiiing, 
C’om])laining hut not explaining 
What things they had seen within il 
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I cherish the sweet recollection, 

Thou woman so fair, m adored, 

How J owned tlioo in all thy }>erfection, 

Of thy body and soul T was lord. 

Thy body—ah! niif^ht still hold it— 

That' body so young and so fair— 

For tliy soul —111 the grave thou might’st fold it, 
I have quite soul enough for the pair. 

IVly soul then dividing with thee, love, 
ril breathe half ol it into thy breast; 

And clas]ung tliy body I’ll lie, love, 

V\ itli thee—soul and body—at rest. 
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In tin* meadows smug burgluTs are straying 
hi Siiiid.jV best dressed out, 

'lhe\ are iiislving, and shouting, and saying, 

’Tis lieaiitiful hore-about.” 

Tli(‘} })eer witli eyes a>blinkiiig 
Where buds and olossoiiis jieep, 

Whilst witli long coelvcd cars they are drinking, 
The spariow's loiiiantic clice]j 
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J3ut I my windows have covered 
With hangiiipfs black as night, 

For familiar ghosts have huvcTcd 
About me in broad daylight 

And she who once did love me 

Came back from the spirit-spheres, 
She we])t as she lient above me. 

And melted my heart with her tears 
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The visions of times forgotten 
Aie rising from the dead, 
l^evealing, when thou wast near me. 
The kind of life I led. 

l^y day T moved, without pnrjiose. 

In (Ire.ams through tht‘ city’s W'ays , 
I was so dumb and wretched 
Tlie passers stared in amaze. 

Hy night it was something bettei. 
When streets weie clear of men, 
And 1 alone, and my shadow. 

We wandered in silence lluni. 
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Across Lhe liridf^^e I wandered, 

My footsteps echoing: loud , 

The moon me solemn ^ret;tin<^, 
rFust bursting throuirh the cloud. 


Before thy house T lingered. 

Staring up from below. 

Staring uj) at Ihy lattice 
My heail was aching so. 

< )ften and oil from th)^ lattice 

I'hoii hast looked, J know it well, 
And seen me stand, like a column. 
Alone \vh<‘M' l.h(‘ moonbeams fell. 
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A young man loves a ma#den 

Who would fain he anothei’s wde 
Th.it (dhei’s m love with some other 
Ami li.as taken her fur life 

The im iden, jmiued and .uigry, 

.iusi W'cds th * 111 si good ma,n 
Who h.ipjKMis 1o come .‘icruss hm 
d'lie \onth lares as he (\tn 
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It is an ancient story, 

Yet one for ever new; 

But he to whom it hajipens, 
It cleaves his heart in two. 


44 ' 

True trieiidsfiip—tiue love—the philosopher’s stone— 
Good people who prize all the three I have known; 
And 1 piized, and have souglit tliem since manhood 
began, 

But I have not yet found them—do all that 1 can. 


45- 

I lieai the old song waking 
j\ly love sang long ago, 

My heart goes near to breaking, 
So fierce and wild my woe 

And full of yearning sadness, 

T seek the wooded knoll, 

Wliere tears assuage the madness 
Of frenzied heait and soul. 
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The flowers jire one and all gazing 
At tlie shining Ciod of day- 
Tiii* rivers are one and all taking 
To the shining sea their way. 

Mj songs are one and all Hying 
To the sinning eyes of my deal — 

Take with you my tears and my sighing 
Ye songs, so mournful and drear. 

47 

J d»’eamt of tlni child of a mighty king. 

All wan wiih wiieping and pining, 

We sate ’neath tlie lime-trees green with spring, 
In each other’s arms reciining. 

“ ! covet noi thv father’s throne. 

*/ 

N ir liib SLei)tre jewel-laden , 

1 rovi*t not his diamond crown, 

I want but thee, sweet maiden ” 

And '^he leplied “That may not be, 

Foi in till gra\ e T he, 
t hily by night 1 come to thee, 
llecause love cannot die ’’ 
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O Love, ill our boat to^eiher, 

How wivi])t in eacli othci were we , 
111 the silent evening weather 
Drifting far o’er the sea. 

In haze the moon came stealing 
liound the beauteous spirit-isle, 
Whence lovely sounds were pealing. 
And light mists danced the while. 

More svreet grew that music peerless, 
And waving, swnyed the haze, 

Ihit we passed by and fingerless 
DriiDed on v ide sea-ways. 


49 

IVoni ancient fairy stories 
j Reckons a snow-white hand. 
And voices sing the glories 
Of the Enchanted Land. 

Where gorgeous flowers languish 
At golden eventide. 

Gazing with tender anguish, 

4 s bridegroom looks on bride: 
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Where all the trees have voices 
And join the choral song, 
Where every brook rejoices 
And, singing, bounds along ; 


Where love-songs sound more sweetly 
Than any mortal Jays, 

Till rapt desire completely 
The joyous senses sways ’ 

Oh in that T.and KiK'baiited 

dwell 111 ecstasy ’ 

•/ 

No inoie bv mu row liaunted, 
lJut whole, and gay and free ’ 

< )h, Land of all my yearning, 

I see it in my dream. 

It Jlics with day’s returning 
lake foriin upon a stream ^ 


50. 

I h.ivt lovetl the^', slill love thee, and everlnore 
Anml a world > undoing, 

'rhc llames (d‘ niy love for thee shall sciar 
From out the shatteied ruin 
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And after 1 have loved thee so, 

When my death-liour is near me, 

I shall bear with me to the grave below 
The dee}) love-wounds that sear me 


51 - 

Ill the beaming daybreak of sumniei 
I wander through the grove, 

The llowers prattle and whisper, 

Jlut silent, alone, 1 rove. 

The llowers })rattlc and whisper, 

And with }jity my face they scan: 
“ Ikur no ill-will to our sisior. 

Thou }i.iic, unlu.])py man ” 


52 

\"eiled 111 a dusky glory 

My love sheds forth her light. 
Like a dim, woeful story 
Told m a summer-night 

“ I n a magic grove two lovers. 

Are silently wandering, 

Aiouiid them the moonlight hoveis. 
Above them the nightingales sing 
VOL. IX 
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“The l.'idy .stjuids lixotJ aiiti defiant, 
IJeloie her kneels tlie kniglit, 

Kiuin the fnresl strides foitli the giant 
Tile lady (lees in affright 

“ 111 his blood the knight lies dying; 

Tlie giant })LmK back to ins hold '— 
When 1 in my grave am lying, 

The end ol the tale may be told 


My brethren have angered me surely. 
Tortured me (‘nil} and late; 

Some of them with their loving, 

Some id them with tlr ir hate 

Into my cup dro])ped poison, 

They jxnsoned the bread 1 ati'. 

Somi' of them with their loving, 

Some of them with then hate 

llul she who has tor lured and crushed me, 
.Vnd grieve,! me all others above— 

She iievei gave me her hatred. 

She novel LMVe me hei love 
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The ,i»;lowing warmth of summer 
Upon thy cheek doth rest; 

'rhe icy chill of wintei 
Js ot thy heait possessed 

long 'twill all be altered, 

My dealest and my best, 
Winter will reign upon thy cheek. 
And summei in thy bieast 


55. 

When comes the hour of parting, 

Then teais stream from the eyes ; 
Then hands grjisp one another 
AVith endless sobs and sighs. 

We two wept not at parting; 

We made,no sigh, no moan ! 

Our sighs and tears, my darling. 

They came when all was done. 

56 

As they sipped their tea round the table. 
Their talk was of Love alone; 

The gentlemen's arguments were able, 
The ladies’, more tender 111 tone 
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“ Love biirely sliould be platonic,’ 

Said the Councillor wizened and dry, 

His consort’s smile was ironic, 

Yet she none the less sighed a sigh 

Quoth the ])ondeious Canon clearly: 

“ Love must not be gross, you know, 

(^r health will siiher s(‘verely ” 

The young lady simpered : “How so ? ” 

Cried ihe Countess in accents heart-rending- 
‘‘ Love, love seems resistless to me! ” 

And, gniciously unbending. 

She handed tlie lUiron his tea. 

You were missing amid the tattle; 

One chair stood empty, my Love 
How pretty had been your prattle. 

My sweetest, about your love 


57 - 

l^oisoTuvl, thoy say, aie my vei.'.es. 
What other result could there be, 
When into my blouiniiig sjiringtimc 
Iknson was dropped by Thee ? 
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T’oisoned, they say, are my verses: 

What olhei result could there be 
Ju my heart I've a brood of serpents, 
And amongst them, my chariiKir, ^'hee 


58 

1 dreamt a^ain the dream of yore 
^rhe sweet May night was glowing, 

We sate ’neath the liiiden-tree once more, 

Eternal fidelity vowing. 

'riierc was vowing and swearing well-nigh to the morn, 
And kisses, and whisjiers, and laughtei, 

That 1 might he mindful of what i had swoin 
You hit my hand just after. 

0 darling, with eyes so bright and clear. 

Provoking, (mslavmg, delighting— 

The sweaniig was (jirtte cn my deal, 

Rut yt.tu might have spared the biting. 


59 

Standing upon the hill-to}) 
In sentimental strain. 

“ If 1 were a little birdie,” 
1 carol again and again, 
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If 1 were a little swallow, 

My rhiltl, T would lly to tliei*. 

And close beside thy window', 

My nest should budded be. 

And were T the niji^htinp^ale surely, 
My child, 1 would lly to thee, 

And sini!^ thee .soinrs till the nioiniiur, 
Fi’om the jjfreon linden-tree. 


And were 1 a rubiii-redbieast, 

1 W’ould lly at once to thy heiiit; 
t'oi tijou art ]>jiitial to redbreasts. 

And hast Udni lor a cock-robin’s sinait. 


6o. 

My carnage is lolling .slo\dy 
Thi<»ugh ineiiy forest green 
riirough llowery vales enchanted, 
Jlloomiiig in Bumiuer sheen. 

1 think of in> best Beloved, 

Ami muse and dream as T ride, 
Wlieii three shadowy shajies salute me, 
^J'hi listing then heads inside. 
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'^riiey C'jiper with stning(‘ grim aces, 

'Fhey mock yot seem hnlf iii dread. 
Jjike mists they whirl into each other, 
And titter—and wlioop ’ they are sped 

61 

I wept as I lay dreaining, 

J dreamt that thoii wa.st dend 
J woke, hut; si ill m waking 
My constant tears were shed 

T wept as 1 lay dreaming, 

I dreamt thou w.ist false to me 
I woke and still was weemng— 

k. o 

M} teais Hewed bitterly 

1 wept as T lay dreaming, 

1 dreamt you loved me well 
I woke, bikt still unceasing 
The stream of tear-drops fell 
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•Lo\e, whom in dreams I nightly greet 
Whose answering smile 1 see, 
eeping 1 fall at thy dear fe(‘t, 

And tell my woe to thee 
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Thou look'st on me with sad surmise, 
Thy f.air head gently shaking . 

T1h‘ tear-drop pearls within thine eyes 
Are gathering slow, and bieaking. 

Thou giv’st a spray of cypress-tree, 
Thou whisperest one word lowly 
1 w\ake, and tin' (•y})ress no more I see, 
\nd the word is forgotUm wholly 

63 

What lain’ wh.'it howling and teaiin 
'r}i(‘ autumn night is wild. 

Ah ■ how may she he faring, 

M}' ]»oo7 dear timid child 

At liei window 1 see her l(*>aning, 

In tlie ])oor deserted room ; 
llei dear wet eyes are stwiining 
Ki\edly into the gloom. 


64. 

'The forest is shaken in darkness 
l»y tile cold, wet autumn hreeze , 
With 111 ) grey cloak \vr;ij»j»etl about me 
1 ride alone through the trtH\s 
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And as T am riding my fancies 
Ifidc fastei alon^ my road, 

And bear me blitln^ and lightsome 
To my own Love’s abode. 

The dogs are barking, the servants 
(Jome forth with torches alight. 

My sj)iirs clank on the marble, 

I rush up the winding llight. 

In the bright-lit tapestried eliamber 
How pel fumed it is ’ liow warm ’ 

She awMits me there in her beauty, 

1 hold her in my arm ' 

The wind whirls thio* the branches, 
’Phe giant oak-tree screams 
What wouldst thou,finnlic horseman. 
With all*tliy frantic dreams 


Cs 

A star is falling swiftly 

Swift from its dazzling sphere. 
The star of love ’tis surely, 
Which 1 see fallim' here 
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Krom the Ji])])le-tree in showers 
JJlossoiiis and leaves do hill. 

And the mocking breezes come 1 owin^ 
And make their sport of all. 


The swan on the lake is singing 
And sailing to and fro. 

And he dives in the grave of wateT-s, 
Singing low and more low 

All IS so dark and silent' 
lilossom in id leaf decay 
The star IbckiTs out in the blackness, 
'Fhe swan s song dies away 
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Th(‘ lheam-(iod brought me to a mansion vast 
(ileammg with light, and sultry with perfumes; 
Where streams of gay-clad guests were streaming fast 
Through many a labyrinthine tortuous room. 

With piteous cries, and hands to Heaven up-ca'ttt, 
Towards the portals liasteiied })age and groom: 
[.adies and knights wheeled onwards with the throng, 
And by the crowd I too was borne along. 
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But all at once I am alone, and lo! 

Tlu' crowd has disappeared, to my amaze 
Onward alone with speedy steps I go 

Thioiigh all the chambers and their winding 
ways. 

My foot IS lead, my heart is fear and woe, 

Oread not to find the door my heart dismays 
At loncrth to the hist dooi of all I draw— 

Cj 

Would pass it—(^od ' who was it that 1 saw 

There at the door did my Beloved stand, 

Care on her brow, and on her full lip pain, 

She drove me liaek again with waving hand— 

Was It in waining? was it in drsdain ? 

Yet from her eyes a sweet glance darted, and 

It flashed and thnlled alike thro’ heart and 
brain. 

As, strange and angered, from her ey(\s there bioke 
That look which yet was sweetness, 1 awoke 


67. 

Cold and still did the forest loom, i 

As groaning I strayed thro’ the midnight gloom. 

1 woke up the trees in unmannerly fashion, 

They only nodded their heads in compassion. 



THE BOOK OF SONGS 


68 * 

At/ Uie crossways lies he hurled 

Whose own hand wrought Ins doom . 
There a blue flower is growing— 

“ The wretched Sinner’s bloom.” 

I stood at the crossways sighing— 
fold was th(‘ dark night’s gloom 
In the moonlight slowly waving 
I saw the Sinner’s bloom 

69 

faikness dead and dense broods on me, 
Mverywliere the darkness lies, 

Sinc e tliere b(*anis no more upon me 
Liglit, my dearest, from ihine eyes. 

Ttiose sweet love-stais that shone o’er me 
Now liave cjuenehed their glorious light, 
Fiaitii IS ga[)ing wide before, 

Hidc^ me, oh primeval night ’ 

70. 

Xiglit lay u]»oii mine eyelids, 

My lijKs weie choked with clay 
With brain and heart all rigid, 

Oeep in my gnue I hiy. 
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How long T may have* slumbered 
In sooth I cannot tell; 

iV knock upon my gravestone 
Woke me—I lieard it well. 

“Wilt thou not rouse thee, Henry, 
The day of judgment breaks ; 

J?ehold, the dead are rising, 

Eternal Irliss awakes.” 

“ How should 1 rise, my dearest ? 
For still I cannot s(*e ; 

Alas ’ my eyes are blinded 
With weeping,—utterly.” 

“ From thy dear eyelids, Henry, 
Will 1 kiss ofi’the night; 

Thou shalt behold the angels, 

And all the Heavens’ delight ’ 

‘ How slioiild T rise, my dearest 
]\ly heart still bleedeth sore, 

From the sharp wound you gave it 
With one sharp word of yore ” 

“ ril lay so soltly, Henry, 

My hand upon thy heart, 

Then shall it bleed no longer. 

Then shall be healed the smart 
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“ How should ] rise, iiiy dearest ^ 
Still from my head doth burst 
The bh»od shed by my pistol 
AVli'it. I.inip 1 hmt. 1ihi*p Mrsi ” 


“ With my soft tresses, Henry, 

1 will stop 11 }) the wound . 

I w’lll drive back the blood-stream. 
And make thee whole and sound 

Jler prayisr was soft and loving, 

1 could no more delay , 

CUadly would I have risen 
And made to her my way. 

When the old wounds re-open, 
From chest and forehead break 

The torrents ot my life-blood. 

And ^ I walcp ’ 1 wmItp 1 
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Aly songs, so old and hitter, 

Mv diearns, so vile and tireai 
(Jome, bury I hem for evei, 
What ho’ a colhn heie ’ 
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Mucli will I lay within it 
Winch yet 1 may not tell. 

'riie Hi/e (»f IIeuk*lhcti»’s famed tun 

II 

That collin niufet e\c*el 

See that a bier be furnished 
( H‘ stout and seascnied pine ; 
liCL It )»e lontrei than the biidire 
At Mainz that spans the Rlnne 

And suiiimoii me twelve giants, 
Men of a mmhtier mould 
Than ('liri.stopher tlie tainted, 

In Koln*s eatbedial old 

IiCt these bear forth the coftin 
And drown it in the sea. 

Foi {o so hime a conin 

o 

The t^iave as huge must be 

I 

\V(»uldsl know wherefore the cothn 
Must be so strong and vast 
Til ere all my love and anguish 
111 lay to rest at last 
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Tn iiiy life’s deep gloom ;iij(l darkiuiss 
Once a lovely form shed light. 

Now that lovely form has vaiuslied, 

1 am all eiiwi’apped in night 

Just as children’s spirits falter 

If they’ie kept in darkness long; 
And to drive aivay their terror 
They set up some noisy song. 

I, an untrained child am singing 

Loudlv in the darkness here, 

•/ 

If the song be not mi?lohious. 

It has treed me from iny feai 

2 

1 know not what it yuesages 
Tliat J am so satl to-day , 

A legeial ol iar-oO ages 

Will no4. from in\ thoughts away. 
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The air is cool and darkling, 

UnruHIed flows the lihine, 

The crest of tlie mountain is sparkling, 
The evening sunbeams sliiiio 


There sits on that summit olden 
A maiden strangely fair, 
Ihight flash lier jewels golden. 
She eunibs her gulden hair 


As she combs that gulden treasure 
Her song peals from the height; 
A wild mvsLerious measuie. 

Of overpowering iniglit' 


The boatman his shallop steering 
It thrills with a wild unrest, 

He sees not the reef he is nearing, 
He secft but that mountain crest 


1 know that full soon the eddy 
Engulfed both sailor ami skifV, 

, And this was the work of thi‘ Lurlei 
Who sang to him from the elitV 
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My hcait, my he.'irt is moiiiiiful 
Tlio’ May is full of jjjlce, 

up on tljc ancient rain]>.irl 
I lean ’^nht the linden-tree 

O 


lielow me in calm unbroken 
(Hides on tlie purple moat. 

A bov IS hshiim and whistliim 

» o o 

As he drifts along m his boat 

Jieyoiid il, bnlhant with roloui, 
Smiling and peaceful, one sees 
\"illas, and guldens, anil ifcople, 

And cattle, and meadows, and trees. 


Tlie girls aie bleaching Jineii, 
They fiolic, anti go, and come 
The nnll-wheel scatters diamonds 
1 iiear its distant hum. 

A sentry-box is standing 
The old, giey tower below , 

A young recruit in scarlet 
Is pacing to and fro 
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lie dallies with Ins musket, 

It shines 111 the suribeain's red 
lie is niakiiif' ready—])resentin;^- 
I wish he would shoot me dead ' 

4 

I ^tray thrc»u<^h the forest 

The thicislle sits on tlie tree. 

He IS spriiiLjinj^ and sinj^in^, and cryniLr, 
Ah ' sweetly : What aileth thee ^ *' 

If the swallows, rhv sit-leis, willed it, 
'I’hey c*(nild lell ihee, ehihl, why 1 ]>iiie 
Foi th('\ dwell in ne-ts deftly huiltled 
Wheie my darlings windows slime 

5. 

The nujht is Vet and stoiiny. 

And stailess is the sky 
Neath the loaiim: trees of the forest 
I wander silently 

• l^roiu the keepci *s lonely eottajze 
A glimnierin^ li^ht shines dim 
It shall not tempt me thithei. 

The place looks stern and grim 
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Ill the old armchair of leather 
The grandmother sits upright, 
Sightless and rigid as granite, 

And silent from morn to night. 

Stamping about and cursing. 

The keeper’s red-headed son 
IhirsLs out into coarse, brute laughter, 
As he llings aside his gun. 

Thii fair girl weejis at lier spinning, 
Oil the iiax her tears fall fleet, 

Her father’s spaniel whimpers, 

And nestles close to hei feet. 


6 

When I met one da}' o^i a journey 
My sweetlieart’s relations by ehaiK.e, 
Small sister, and fathei and mother, 
Tiiey recognised me at a glance. 


They asked if my health was stronger, 
And at once hegan to excdaim 
That <*\eept ^oi hciiig ])a]er, 

1 looked exactly the same. 
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I asked after aunts and cousins, 

And many a family bore, 

And after the little puppy 

Whose bark was so gentle of yore 


And after niv married darliiu? 

I asked, hy-the-bye; and they said, 
With an evident wish to be friendly, 
That she was just brought to bed 


I offered congratulations. 

Lisping stock phrase^ inane, 

1 desired niv kindest reiiieiiibraiice 

•i 

To her, again and again 


Small sister meanwhile was shrilling 
The }>uppy so gentle and small 
drew big amd awfully savage, 

O •r' O ^ 

And was drowmsl in the Khiiie after all. 


The little one’s like mv darling, 

V O 

And when she laughs I see 
Those self-same eyes whose sweetness 
lias broindit such woe on im*. 
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Wc sat m the fishing pavilion, 

The sea before onr eyes ; 

And soon the luists of evening 
Slowly began to rivse. 

The lights within the lighthouse 
Were hglitcd one l)y one: 

And we saw" far ofT in the distance 
One shi}) in tlie setting sun 

AVo s})okc of storm and shipwreck, 

Of the wild life sailors led, 

Hovering 'twixt sky and walcr. 

And between mirth and dreatl 

And wc talked of distaiTt regions. 

Of South and of North we sjioke, 

Of strange, outlandish customs, 

And strange, outlandish frdk 

P>y the Oanges there’s lustre and perfume 
There blossomed trees do tower. 

And beautiful, placid people 
Hneel to the lotus-flower 
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In Lapland the people are filthy, 

Flat-headed, and wide-mouthed, and small, 
They cower round fires and bake themselves 
Fishes, and jabber and squall. 

The girls intently listened. 

Soon no one spoke The barque 
Could be descried no longer 
All tile wide world w^as dark 


8 . 

Oh, lovelv lishei-maiden 

(’onie steer tliy boat to land; 

Come to me, and sit beside me, 

(d(»se whispering hand-in-haml 

Rest thy sWeet head on my )>osom, 
Have no more feai of me. 

Dost thou not tiust ihysell, fearless. 
Each morn to the savage st‘a ^ 

My heart is like the ocean . 

It storms, and ebbs, and Hows, 

And many a pearl resplendent 
Doth in its depths repose 
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The moon has risen, throwing 
(3ver the waves her light, 

Our hearts are overflowing, 

I clasp my darling tight. 

Locked in her fair arms 1> ing. 

None near, I rest on the strand . 

“ What hearest thou in the wind’s sighin 
Why trembles thy white hand ? ” 

‘'^Tis the inerniaid's song thou heaiest, 
And not the wind’s low sound; 

I’he song of my sisters, dearest. 

Whom the lone sea liaili drowned.” 

10 

On the clouds the moon is*pillowed. 

Like a monster orange gleaming. 

Moving o’er the dusky sea, 

One broad streak of golden beaming 

All alone I pace the shore. 

Where the snowy surf is breaking. 

Hearing many a dulcet word, 

1 hileel Lhnnigli the waters speaking. 
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But my heart iriust fain speak out, 
For the night is long and weary 
“ Come, fair water-nymphs, and bring 
Ferie soncfs and dances eerie 

" Lay my head upon your laps : 

vSoul and body 1 deliver, 

Kiss and sing me to my deatli. 

Kiss my life from me for ever 


11 

V’rapt in grey clouds tliey are sleeping, 
-Xll the mighty gods together. 

And 1 listen to their snoring 

And we’re having awful weather 

Awful weathet ■ tempests threaten 
Our ])oor barque with sore disaster. 

AVlio is there to curb these Inlluws, 

And the winds that own no master ^ 

/ can’t help it ’ masts and timbers 
In the storm must citj.ik and snap to( 

Como, I’ll wra]) my cloak about me. 
Like the gods J’ll take my iiaj) too 
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The wind he pops his breeches on, 

IJis foam-while water breeches , 
lie flogs the flood with a will, a'id anon 
How it howls, and losses, and pitches! 

The rain-gusts stream with savage might 
From Heaven’s black commotion , 

It is as though primeval night 
Would drown primeval ocean. 

The sea-mew hoarsely shrieks and raves. 

And to the shrouds clings faster, 

/n wild dismay her wings she waves, ^ 
And juophesies disaster 


13 

The storm tunes up for dancing 
AVitli lush and roai and whiz ’ 
Hurrah ! how our ship is leaping ' 
Hie night how wild it is ■ 

The turbulent water is building 
A living mountain chain , 

There yawns a night-black chasm, 
Here it piles itself up again' 
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A cursing, *1 retching, a praying 
Comes up from the cahin door, 

I hold on tight to the mainmast. 

And wish 1 were home once more ’ 


H 

Swift fell the veil of gloaming 
A mist crept o’er the sea ; 

From billows dimly foaming, 

A whiteness rose near me. 

T .troubled billows leaving. 

The mermaid stole to mv siile . 

mt 

Tier 1 leantifill bosom’s heaving 
'riie giiuze veil did not hide. 

She elasjied me and caressed me, 
"J’was almost pain to bear , 

’IVjo tightly hast tlioii clasped me. 
Thou walei-nixie fair'” 

“ My arms round thee I’m twining 
1 clas}> thee with all my might; 

Upon thy breast reelining, 

Warm me this ehilly night ” 
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“How dimly the moon is peeping 
From the watery twilight air: 

Thy wet sad eyes are weeping, 

Thou water-nixie fair ! ” 

“ Nay, mortal, thou see’st not rightly 
’Tis true mine eyes are wet. 

For the ocean spray clings to me. 
And will not quit them yet ^ *’ 

“The sea is seething and yelling, 

The sea-mews shriek despair, 

^rhy lieart is wildly swelling, 

^J'hou water-nixie fair ' ” 

“ My heart is wildly swelling, 

Ts heaving and swelling wild, 

For T love thee past all telling, 

O lovely mortal child^’' 


>5 

When ill the early morning 
81ow^ ])a.st thy house T pace. 

It cheers me to see at thy lattice. 
My child, thy fair young face. 
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With eyes of darkest hazel, 

Wistful my face dost scan * 

Who art thou, and what ails thee, 

Thou friendless, suhering man ’" 

J am a German poet, 

Known through our Germany, 

Wh(Mi the best names ;ire s]K)keii, 

Men speak of mine and me 

And that, my chiltl, wliich ails me. 

Alls others in Germany , 

When they speak of the bitterest soirows. 
Men speak of mine and me 


16 

Wheie theJatest rays of evening hlione 
The wide se.i spread unbroken . 
liy llie hsherm.in’s lonely hut alone 
We sat, and no word was spoken 

The waves did heave, the mists did rise, 
'riie gulls were coming and going. 
And from thy tender loving eyes 
The silent tears were llowiii" 
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T bent 1113 ’^ knee to touch thy hand, 
Thy tears were falling on it, 

T drank up from thy snowy hand 
The tears that fell upon it. 

Since then my body wastes away 
Desire my bosfun sears, 

TJie witch has poisoned me for aye 
With her unholy tears 


17 

Tliere towers a nolde castle 
High on the hill above . 

J'here dwell thiee fair young ladies 
Who have given me proofs of love. 

On Saturday Marion kis^jed me. 

On Sunday Elizabeth, 

And on Monday fair Kunigunde 
Hugged me almost to death 

Mv three fair friends of the castle 

t/ 

(iavt on 'I'uesday a brilliant fete. 
From the country round came Hocking 
Gentle folks little and great 
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But I was not invited, 

And that was a 1)1 under, iny dears, 
All the spiUdul old maids and tabbies 
IVrceivud the omission—vviLii jeers. 


i8.^ 

Ah, Lily, L love thee so madly 

As thou staiidest in diearns niid the j^ras> 
And look’st in the streamlet so sadly, 

And murniurest Ah ” and “ Alas.” 

Away with thy love and th} coaxin^^ 

1 know how deeeitful thou art’ 

Thy teiiderest woids are but. lioaxing, 
hor my cousin, the Itose, has thy heart 

19 

Awmv on tht* fan horizon 

'I'lie city with spue and tow(‘i 
Apjieais like a vision in eloiidland. 
Yelled by the tw'ilight hour. 

A we I sea-breeze is crisping 
(>ui grey path over the sea. 

And the pulsing oars chime sadly 
As the boatman roweth me 
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Once more the sun, resplendent, 

Mounts from the ocean-floor, 

And shows me the spot whore my dearest 
Was lost for evermore. 


20 * 

All hail to thee, thou city, 

Mysterious, awful, gieat, 

Within whose ample circuit 
My darling dwelt ot late ■ 

Tell me, ye gates and turiets, 

Hold you my darling still ? 

1 gave her to your keeping, 

You must the pledge fulfil. 

The turrets 1 hold, an* guiltless, 

They aie liAed, and could not nive chase, 

When slie, vvdth boxes and parcels, 

Hastily left the place. 


IJut the wicked gates, they saw her. 
And, when she })assed, stood still— 
The way is alv ays open 

When the wayward work their will. 
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21 . 

I tread the ancient road again, 

The well-known street IVe taken, 

And pause before iny sweetheart’s house, 
’Tis empty, closed, forsaken. 

In the street there’s not e’en elbow-room' 
The pavement’s past all bearing ’ 

The liouses fall about my ears ’ 

I’m oir with speed unsparing^ 


22 

Again the echoing halls 1 tread 

Where truth she promised, weeping. 
And where her ready U‘ars were shed 
I see vile serpi lits creeping. 


Cal’u is the night, the streets are lonely. 

Aly love dwelt here in this house of yore, 
’Tis long siueo she left the city—only 

The house still stands where it stood before. 
VOL. IX. K 
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There tou slaiida a man staring up at the easement, 

And he wrings his hands with the anguish he feels; 
1 look at his face with a shuddering amazement, 

It is myself that the moon reveals ' 


Thou ghastly fellow, thou wraith, thou double ■ 
How darest thou mimic the agony 
Which on this spot racked my soul with tnaible 
Night after night in the time gone bv 


24 

Thou kiiowest. 1 am living, 

How can tliy sleep ]>e sound ^ 
t Md wrath I'evives and I sunder 
The bonds whereby 1 am bound. 

Rnowest thou the anciont ballad, 

How a d(*ad boy had power 
To liear to his grave in the churchyard 
His love at Ihc midnight hour ^ 

O child so wondrous lovely, 
wondrous sweet and fair 
I live, and au far stronger 
Than ever dead men were 
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25 * 

The young girl bleeps iii hei cluiiuber, 

The ([iiiveriiig moon looks in, 

Witliout, there’s a twanging and singing 
Like merry waltzers’ dm 

“ I’ll just peep forth from my lattice 
To see who breaks rny rest " 

A skeleton stands ’neath the window. 

And fiddles and sings its best 

“ Thou didst promise me once a measure, 
Uidst break thy word to me, 

To-night there’s a ball in the cliuiehyard, 
C'Ome thither, Til dance with thee ' ” 

The spell hatb seized the maiden, 

It lui es lu*r out at the door. 

She follows the sjieetre, that singing 
And fiddling struts on before. 

kt fiddles, and dances, and prances, 

And clatters its bones to the tune. 

And waggles its skull grotesquely. 

As it leaps m the ra} s of the moon 
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1 Stood and stared at her portrait 
With fixed and dreamy pain. 

And the well-loved face most strangely 
llegan to live again. 

About her lips was playing 
The wonder of* her smile; 

And with tears of love and yearning 
Her eyes were bright the while. 

My tears began to gather, 

And down my cheeks flowed free. 

And oh ’ I cannot yet believe 
That thou ai t lost to me. 


27. 

Ah me, ill-fated Atlas^ who*must bear 
A woild, a world of sorrow on my slioulders. 
If jar the unbearable the while niv heait 

t/ 

Is perishing within me. 

<) haughty heart, yet thou hast chosen so.# 
Demaiidiiig hap[uness, yes, l)liss unending, 
Oi else unending sorrow. Haughty heart, 
And now thy fate is sori*uw. 
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28. 

The years are coming and going, 
Generations sleep ’neath the glass, 

15ut the love that burns within me 
Will surely never pass. 

Once more would 1 behold thee. 

And as on my knee I fell, 

With my latest breath would I tell thee, 
“ Madam, I love you well ” 


29 

I dreamt again. Sad shone the moon, 

The stars shone ^adly o’er me ; 

To that distant town where she dwells full soon 
Tlie cheating vision bore me. 

Swiftly it bore me to her abode, 

And I pressed my lips to the stone 

Of the staircase her little feet had trod. 

And her skirts had trailed upon. 

The night was long, the night was cold. 

The marble stejis were chill; 

A pale form at the window showed 
While in the moouligliL still 
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What means this lonely tear-drop 
'J'hat so bedims my gaze ? 

Ah, in mine eye it lingers 
From the long vanished days. 

They all have vanished from her. 
Her glistening sisters fair, 

With all my joys and torments, 
Vanished in night and air^ 

They too. like mists have vanished, 

Those stai-like eves of blue, 

€ * 

Wliich smiled into my bosom 
Those joys, tliose torments too 

Alas > all love has vanishcid 
From me like idle lireatli ’ 

Poor tear, thou lone, sad'ielic, 
Vanibli thou, too, in death 


From the clouds the autumn half-moon 
Looks out with sickly glance, 

And aione at the end of the church} ard 
There stands the silent manse. 
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The mother reads th(i Bible, 

The soil stares with stony eyes; 

The elder daughter dozes, 

The younger daughter cries 

“ How one day after anotlier 
I )rags on with weary pace ! 

And excepting when someone's buried 
There's nothing to see m the place' ” 

The mother speaks while she’s reading 
“ Not so—only tour have died, 

Since the day they buried thy fatluT 
’rhe churchyard gate besnle." 

Then yawns the elder daughter 
“ I will not starve with you heie. 

To-morrow I’ll go to the squiie, 
lie s rich, and he holds me dear ’ ’ 

The boy shrieks out with laughter: 

“ Three poachers carouse at * The Sun ' 

They till their pockets finely, 

They’ll tell me how it is done.” 

The mother hurls her Bible 

At the haggard face of her son , 

And wouldst thou be a felon, 

O God-accursed one ^ ” 
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They hear a rap at the window : 

They see beseeching hands ; 

And, clad in his gown as a preacher, 
There the dead father stands. 


32. 

Hey, what atrocious weather, 

Tempest and rain and snow; 

I sit at iiiy window gazing 
Into the darkness below. 

One dim light, moving slowly, 

Is the only thing in the street. 

r>y her lantern a little old woman 
Crosses with tottering feet. 

I think she’s been buying butter 
And eggs and tlour, to bake 

For ihat fair young maiden, her daughter, 
Whom she loves so well, a cake; 

The maiden blinks at the candle, 

Curled up in a great arin-chaii , 

Around ln*r sweet face glistens 
A halo of golden hair. 
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33- 

They think that I’m heart-broken 
With lover’s grief profound, 

And at last I myself believe it 
Like all the world around. 

Small child with big eyes, bethink thee, 
Did 1 not always say 
That T never could tell how I loved thee, 
That love ate my heart away ^ 

But alone in niy chamber only 
Did I dare to utter such cry , 

Alas! I was always silent, 

Whenever thou wast by. 

For then there were evil angels 
By whom 1 was tongue-tied too 
And alas ^ there are evil angels 
Who still are working me \vt)e 


34- 

Oh, thy fair white lily-fingers. 
Might 1 (‘lily once more kiss them, 
Only press them to my heart. 

Only die in silent weeping ' 
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Oh, thy clear eyes, violel-tinled, 
Float before, me dav and nii^ht— 
And il tortures me—what moan } ^ 
0 ye sweetest, bluest riddles 


OD- 

Has she never made one comment. 
Seeing you so sore love-sniitten ? 

In her softr eyes have you never 

Head that Love for Love was writtei. 

Oould you never, by close study 

Of those ('yes, pluck out their iiiystery 
V'et 111 such things you’re no donkey, 
Friend, to judge you by your history ^ 


36. 

They loved on(i another, yet neither 
Would tell the other so , 

With love they were almost heartbroken. 
Yet each looked on each as a foe. 


Tliey parted at last—and sometimes, 
Though only in dreams, they met, 
They had long been dead, those lovrs, 
F>ut themselves scarce knew it yet. 
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37. 

When I told you with roars of my sorrow that day, 
You all of you ya\vii(‘d, and had nothing 10 say 
When 1 made them the theme of mv versification, 
You vouchsafed me your liveliest approbation 


3 « 

I called the Devil, and he fame, 

And I looked on him 111 sheer amaze, 

He isn’t ugly, he isn’t lame, 

He’s a charming fellow in all his wavs. 

A man indeed in the prime of life, 

Courteous, obliging, experience-nfe 
As a diplomatist too he’s great. 

And holds correct views upon (.dniich and State 
No wonder his face is far from ruddy, 

For not only Sanskrit, but Hegel’s his study, 
And of all the poets his favourite’s Fouque. 
He’ll have nothing whatever to do with critique, 
But leaves all that to his grandmamma, eke 
His* revered old grandmamma, Hecate 
Of my taking to Law he highly approved. 
Himself had once towards it been moved 
He vowed that no value too high could be set 
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On my friendship—and then, why he fancied we’ 
met, 

He added, and gave me a knowing glancf*. 

At the Spanish ambassador’s, as he surmised— 

And eying more keenly his countenance, 

An old acquaintance I recognised. 


39 - 


Brother, never mock the Devil; 

lafe is short to travel o’er, 
’riiat damnation is eternal, 

Is no idle old folk-lore. 


Brotlier, pay your debts to all men, 
Life IS long to travel o’er: 

And you’ll oft(‘n have to borrow, 
As you oft have done before 


40 


The Holy Three Fungs from the East besDught 
In every hamlet • “ ’Pell us. 

Winch IS the way to Bethlehem, 

Ye dear little maids and fellows 
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Nor yoiinj; folks, nor oM folks, rc»uM »w the 

way— 

The Kings they further journeyed. 

They followed where led ii gulden stcir 
Whose pure bright light they discenu’-tl. 

The star stood still over Joseph’s house ; 

And there they entered fairly ; 

The oxen low(;d, the suckling screamed. 

The Holy Three l\ings sang cheei'Iy. 


41 

My cliild, we once were ciiildreu, 

^Pwo cliildren, small and gay . 

We crept to the tiny hen-house 
And liid ourselves under the hav. 

We cackled just like chickens 
And as folks passed to and fio 

“ t'oek-a-duodle-doo! ” till they all believed. 
It was really the old cock’s crow. 

We draped the chests in our courtyard 
With hangings and carpets bright. 

And made the genteelest of villas, 

And dwelt there from uioniing till night. 
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Our neighbour’s aged tabby, 

Came often to call in state; 

We received her with bows and curtseys, 
And compliments many and great. 


And after her health we asked her 
In friendly, solicitous chat, 

We have since said the same, how often ^ 
’Fo many another old cat. 

^Ve sat together conversing, 

As sage as old folks in our ways; 

And grumbled that all tilings were better 
111 our own youthful days; 

That Love, ’Fruth, Faith, for ever 
Had vanished from our sphere, 

That money was hard to come by. 

And colVee mighty dear ^ 


i^ast are those games of childhood, 
As all things pass in sooth. 

’Finie, and tli^ world, and money. 
And Faith, and Love, and Truth. 
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42 

My liwirt IS sore oj)presse(l and swelling, 
Ycarniiijr for days that once liavc l^eeii, 
Then was the world a goodly dwelling, 

And people’s lives flowed on serene. 

iNlow all things from their course are driven 
riessiire and want on every side, 

The Lord has passed away from Heaven, 
Below the l)evil too has died. 

And grim looks every sight and thing too, 
Perver.se and chill, below, above , 

And nothing would be left to cling to, 
AVeie there not just a little Love 

43 

As the moon the dark cloud curtains, 

Parts, and goes her radiant wa}, 
liises from dark times behind me, 

Memory of one brilliant day. 

We exulted while we tloated 

Down the llhine, in light serene, 

As the sun-rays of the evening 
Brightened all that summer sheen. 
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I myself was seated musing 
At a peerless lady’s feet, 

And the ruddy gold of siiiiset 

1’iiiged her features pale and sweet. 


Lutes were tinkling, students singing; 

Mernnient beyond compare ^ 

And the very sky grew bluiu*, 

Ami the soul expanded there. 

Hill and castle, field and forest, 

Like a fairy-tale passed by, 

And I saw it all refulgent 

In that peel less woman’s eye. 


44 

In a dieaiii I saw niy beloved one, 
A woman nf fears and caie. 

How haggard—dh me' how faded, 
The form that was once so fait. 

Sin bore in lier arms an infant, 
Anothei dragged at her dress , 

In gait arid look, and elotliing, 
Were want and wretchedness. 
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She totteied across the market 
And there we met once more, 

She looked at me, and calmly 

I spoke, though my heart was soie 

Come with me to my dwelling, 

F.or thou art pale and ill, 

And meat and drink will 1 lind thee 
By constant work and skill. 

“ And 1 will tend and foster 
The children thou hast borne, 

And thyself above all others, 

Thyself, poor child forlorn ' 

“ But that I lo\ed thee dearly. 

That secret 1 will keep; 

And only when thou diest 

I’ll come to thy grave and weep ’ ” 


45 

Jl'oiiie, my friend, we’re tired of hearin 
Your et-ernal thienodies, 

Will you sit for ever hatching 

Stale old love-eggs such as these ^ 
VOL. IX. 
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Atter all the expectation 

Froju their shells tlie chickens look, 
Flutter in tlieir perturbation— 

And you coop them in a book ■ 


46 

Wax not too iinj>atient with me 
LI aiiion^ my newer lays 
Some sad chords resound too cleai’ly 
From the songs ot olden days. 

()nly wait ^ (weii now is dying 
Tliis faint echo ot my pain. 

And a May td’ song will blossom 
From a he.art made whole again 


47 - 

’'Lis lime good sense came to mine aid, 
Fjom tolly Fd be fiee, deal , 
l\>o long comedian-like I’ve played 
A comedy with thee, deal 

The scenes weie gorgeous to behold 
In llie higli loniaiitie line, dear , 

Mv knightU mantle Idazed witli gold. 
My feelings weie superliiie, dear 
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And now that from this foolish craze 
T have jj^ot ([uit and free, deai*, 

I shall he wretched all my days 
As when I mimed with thee, dear. 

() God! I spoke what I felt—in jest, 
Nor knowinjf until later , 

1 played, with death in my own breast, 
The “dyin<f Gladiator” 

48. 

The great King WiswanuLia 
Is making a mighty low, 

With penances aiicl lightim; 

To gam Washista’s cow 

() great King Wiswamitra, 

Oh, what an ox art thou 
'J\) go tin (High such jienance aiul lightin 
And all about a cow ^ 


49. 

W eart, my heart, yield not to soriow 
Manfully endure yoiii fate , 

What the winter took ol late 
Spring will render you to-moriow'. 
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And how much is left to cheer you, 
And how fair the world is still! 

And my heart, if you but will. 

You may woo whatc’er comes near you 

50 

l^ke to an opening blossom, 

So fair and pure thou art; 

1 gaze at thee, and sorrow 
Stirs dumbly in my heart 

My hand upon thy forehead 
I fam would lay in^prayer 

That God may keep thee ever, 

So sweet and pure and fair 

5J 

(iiild, to love me were thy ruin 
So 1 toil witli all endeavoui’ 

That for me thy gentle spirit 
yeel no glow of passion ever 

Yet at times it almost grieves me 
I'o have won success so clearly, 

And in spite of all 1 whisper: 

“ Oh, that she might love me dearly 
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52. 

When I am lying pillowed 

With darkness round and above 
There hovers o’er me a gracious 
Exquisite image of love 

And scarce does silent slumber 
Upon mine eyelids light. 

When the image comes gently stealing 
In the lirst sweet dream of night. 


Nor with the breath of morning 
Will the image pass away, 

1 n my heart I bear it with rne 
Thrcnigh all the livelong day 


53 - 

Maiden with the mouth so rosy. 

With the eyes so sweet and clear. 
Ever am 1 tliinking of thee, 

O my little maiden dear. 

*Long are now the winter evenings. 
All, what would 1 give to be 
Sitting m thy little chamber. 
Chatting cosily with thee 
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I would press a thousand kisses 
On thy little snowy hand, 
r would let iny tears fall on it, 
On thy little snowy hand. 


54 

Though in drifts the snows may lie, 
Though it hail, thougli storm winds cry. 
Hurtling at my window pane. 

Never more will J complain 
For within my heart 1 hear 
Spring title joys and thoughts of Her 


55 * 

Saints, apostles, virgins, non(‘— 
Holy Mfkthei, T*aul or l*eter— 

AVill 1 kneel to—thou alone 
Hast my prayers, thou radiant sun 

Shine upon me, fairest one ^ 

Joy and kisses give me ever ^ 
llriglitest sun among the maidens ’ 
Faiicst maid beneath tht‘ sun ! 
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56 

J)id not iny white, wan face betray 
My love and anguish to thee ^ 

A.nd wouldst thou that iny haughty mouth 
Ill beggar’s tones should sue thee ^ 


Too haughty is my mouth for aught 
Hut kisses and jest-making, 

Terchance ’twould speak some mooking word 
Even while my heart was breaking 


57 

My dear fellow, you’re in love; 

And you sufTer ])ains infernal, 

In your head thick darkness gathers • 

In your heart is light supernal 

* My dear fellow, you’re in love . 

YouVe ill love, and won't avow it. 

Hut I see where passion’s flames. 

Bursting tlirougli your waistcoat, show it^ 
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I longed to rest from worry, 

To loiter near to you, 

You left me in a hurry, 

You had so much to do! ” 

My soulV entire submission 
To you alone I vowed ; 

You curtsied gay derision 
With lippling laughter loud. 

Fresh tricks, fresh whimsies starting, 

You made me nmre downcast, 

yVnd you refused on parting 
Even a kiss at last. 

T shall uot die, believe rne, 

Tliough you may vex me sore; 

Foi, sweet, thougli these things giieve me, 
T’vo borne thorn all before. 


59 - 

Blue sapphires are those eyes of tliino,* 
So iniiocc'ut iri} s\vcotiiig, 

And all! tliricc happy is the man 

whom they give Lovi^’s greeting. 
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Thy heart it is a diamond 

That fires divine hath captured ; 

And ah ! thrice happy is the man 
For whom it glows enraptured. 

Fed rubies are those lips of thine, 
Jjovely beyond expression. 

And ah! thrice happy he to whom 
They make Love’s sweet confession 

Oh tliat I knew the hajipy man ^ 

That I might find him wending 

TTis lonely way thro' the green wood— 
His bliss would li.ive an ending^ 


Go 

I have lied myself, by sighing 
Lovers' vows, into thy breast; 

Tn my own toils tangled lying. 

Now to (earnest turns the jest. 

' l»ut shouldst thou in sportive gladness 
Cdaim thy right and from me speed. 
Fiends will haunt me, and in sadness 
I shall shoot myself indeeti. 
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61. 

The world and our life are too full of confiiaion; 

From the German Professor ITl seek a solution. 

’Tis ho wlio can set human life in order, 

For constructing a system, why, he is the man; 

With his night-cap’s tassel and dressing-gown border, 
He’ll stop you the chinks in creation’s plan. 

62. 

1 have long been racking my brains with thinking, 
With thinking and innsing by night and day; 

But tho.se sweet eyes of thine, my dear one, 

To resolution have shown me the way! 

Yes, T will abide w'here those eyes will light me, 

And follow the starry guiding ray, 

Though I never thought T should know what Love was, 

o c» 

Never again to my dying day. 


63 

To-night they are giving a party, 
And the house is all n-blaze, 

To and fr(j at the shining window 
A shadow passes and stays. 
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Thou seest me not; in darkness 
I stand in the street apart; 

Even less can’st thou pierce the shadows 
And look in my sad dark heart. 

My darkened heart, it loves thee; 

It loves thee and breaks. Its lot 
Is to (piiver and break, wliile its life-blood 
Flows—and thou seest it not 


64. 

1 would that my sea of troubles 
C.'ould How into one word alone; 

To the blithesome winds I would ‘^ve it, 
They blithely would waft it to one. 

Would waft it to thee, beloved, 

"Illat word of pain and care ’ 

Thou shouldst. hear it at every instant, 
Shouldst hear it everywhere. 

And soon as, when night came upon thee, 
Thine e3"elids closed in sleep, 

Thiough the deepest depths of th}' droamin 
My word should surel}' sweep 
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Thou hast pearls and diamonds in plenty, 

All things on which hearts S‘'t store, 

And thine eyes are the very brightest— 

What wouldst thou, my love, have more ? 

In praise of those brightest eyes, love, 

I have written sonnets galore, 

A host of immortal verses— 

What wouldst thou, my love, have more ^ 

With those iirightest eyes thou liast brought me 
An ondicss heartache sore, 

T boil luist ruined me, soul and bodv— 

■ 

What wouldst tliou, my love, have more ^ 

66 

lie who for the lirst time loves, 

Albeit hoj'oless, is a god 

Ibit for him whose love is hopeless, 

C)nce again -he is a fool. 

I am such a fool, and hopeless 
Love once more, no true love winning, 

Suii and moon and stars are laughing, 

I am laughiiu^ too—and dying. 
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67 * 

No—yoni’ tepid and your vapid 
Soul could not, 1 know, obey 
My love*s torrent, tierce and rapid 

That through rocks could force its way 

Love’s high-road for you’s best sorted, 

I can see you walking there, 

On your husband’s arm supported— 

With good hopes of coming heir. 

68 .* 

By a languishing son of the Muse be it said, 
Kind lady, permit me to rest 
In slumber this weary, poetical head 
On your white and beautiful breast 

“ How dare you say such tl'ings to me, 
►Sir, amongst all this company 


69. 

Coynsel and wise old saws they offeied. 
Overwhelmed, me with honours proilered, 
Bade me wait a little—and see. 

’Twas their lirm intention to patronise me 
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But none the less for their patronising 

My death from starvation had not been surprising, , 

When lo! there turns up a worthy man, 

Who sets about helping me all he can. 

Worthy man! He provides me my dinner’ 

I’ll never forget it, as I’m a sinner! 

I’d give him the heartiest hug 1 can, 

Only —1 am myself this worthy man 


70 . 

'J’his mosi amiable youimstei 

Can’t be lield in too much levereiic.e, 

I'ie«]ueutly he stands me oysters, 

With lujueurs or hock for preference. 

Clad in triiii-eut coat and trousers, 
With a neck-tie gay as Ins, 

Eadi forenoon he waits u])on me, 

Just to make polite inquiries. 

Of my fame, my grace and liuinoiir, 

Jle goes 1 ambling on for evei ; 

Swears, to aid and do me service 
Is his duty, his eiideavoui. 
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And of evenings, to the ladies. 
With a face of inspiration, 

He recites iny deathless poems 
With ajipropriate declamation. 

Oh! to light on such a IxMiig 
Is indeed iinmensely cheering, 
In these days when worthy people 
More and more are disajjjieaiing 


71 - 

Tins was my dream. Tm (lod Himseli 
Ill lofty heaven sillmg. 

With angels round to piaise my veise, 

With praises unremitting. 

riumcake 1 eat and confitures. 

'I''hat cost a pretty^ penny^ 

And wash tht'in down with rare milk-puiich. 
And debts ! I haven’t any ! 

llut lack of pastime bores me much . 

On earth I’d fain be living, 

If God 1 were not, to old Nick 
My soul I would be giving. 
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Ho ! long-legged angel Gabriel, 

Quick to thy heels, I prithee, 

Away to earth and bring me thence 
My friend Eugenio with thee 

Seek him not m his college halls 
Seek him rnid jingling glasses. 

Seek him not at St Hedwig’s church , 
Seek lijm among the lasses 

Then down to earth by spreading wings, 
Is angel Gabriel driven , 

Ho claws the dear old scapegrace up, 
And brings him straight to Heaven 

Yes, fellow, J am God Himself, 

And rule hetiven, earth and ocean, 

1 told you T should do great things, 
i’ve always had the iiution. 

Each day 1 work rny miracles. 

You’ll think them vastly jiret ty; 

And for your mirth I’ll bring about 
The bliss of Berlin city. 

'Phe paving stones along the street, 

Shall o]>en in a trice, hoy ; 

And e\erv st( ne shall hold within. 

All oyster flesh and nice, boy. 
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On every oyster, lemon juice 
Shall fall in dewy showers, 

While through the city’s gutters all, 

The noblest Khenish scours. 

Jlow jolly are the J^erlin folk, 

Ill speed to gorge and lill them! 

'riieir Worshijjs of the Count} Courts, 
The kennel streams, they swill them ’ 

How jolly are the poets too ’ 

At such a god-like sallv ’ 

’J’he cornets and lieutenants, all 
Are lapping street and alley. 

These cornets and lieutenants are, 

Of all mankind most clever, 

Wonders they think, like this to-day, 
Will hai)peii scarcely cvei 


72 

When 1 left you, July was in its glory, 

1 find you again 111 I >ecember’s snow ; 

And ye who then basked where the heat was glowing 
Have changed—grow^n cold perhaps, even so! 

VOL. IX. M 
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1 leave 3"0u again. When next 1 ciome hither, 
'J^heii will ye be nor warm nor cold, 

And I shall pass the graves you lie m, 

And niy own heart will be poor and old 


73 * 

Driven away from fairest arms, and harried 

From fairest lips that once bent fondly o’er me * 
One poor day more how gladly had I tarried, 

When lo! the post-boy with his team came for me. 

Ves, that indeed is Life! an endless moan, love, 

An endless farewell, and an endless parting! 
Couldst tliou not grapple my heart to thine own, love, 
Could not such eyes as thine delay my starting? 


74 - 

We travcdled alone in the gloomy 
Post-carriage throughout the night, 
On tlie other’s heart each rested, 

Hearts that were merry and light. 

P»ut as the day was dawning, 

Aly child, how astounded wo looked, 
For between us sat Cupid—a traveller 
Fui whom no place had been booked. 
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God knows only where the madcap 
Girl has stowed herself away, 

IVe been racing round the city 
Cursing, all this rainy day. 

From one tavern to another 
I have scurried w ithout rest, 

Many a most uncivil waiter 
All in vain have I addressed. 

Lo ’ I see her at the window, 

And she nods and titters—w^ell' 
Who’d have dreamt thou didst inhabit. 
Girl ’ splendid an hotel * 


76 

Like houses half seen in a vision, 
Stretches the street’s long row . 

(.dose muilled in my mantle, 

In silence unbroken I go. 

J?he tower of the city minster 
Jh'oclaims the midniglit hour, 

And my love, all beguilements and kisses. 
Awaits me now in her bowei. 
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The moon is my companion ; 

To light me’s a labour of love. 

T stand at her threshold, and joyous 
Call out to the moon above * 


“ I thank thee, my trusty old comrade. 

For making my pathvray bright 
Now am 1 fain to excuse thee. 

Let the rest of the world have th^ light. 


“ And if thou shouldst chance on a lover 
Who desolate makes his moan, 

(Console him as you consoled me 

Long ago in the days that are flown.' 


77 * 

Thou hast kissed my lips until they bleed, 
Now kiss them till they heal, 

\iid if Ihou hast not time by day, 

When twilight shadows steal, 

Wilt thou not have the long, long nighty 
Oh, well-beloved of me 
Ah, many a kiss, in that long night, 

May pass 'twixt me and thee! 
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Aod when you’re once my wedded wife, 

They’ll envy you, my treaauie, 

For then you’ll lead a jolly life, 

One round of mirth and pleasure. 

And if you scold, and if you curse, 
ril bear it as I may, dear, 

But if you do not praise my verse 
I’ll put you straight away, dear > 

79 

When she flung her arms round me, with tenderest 
pressure, 

My soul rose to Heaven in a rapturous flight: 

And I let it ascend while 1 drank of the pleasure 
Her honeyed lips gave me with frenzied delight. 

80^ 

What deceit may lurk m kisses ’ 

What delight in make-believe ’ 

To cheat others, sure, a bliss is ’ 

If I’m gulled too, should I grieve ? 
riay the prude demure, my dearest, 

Thou’lt relent in time, I trow ; 
ril believe whate’er thou swearest. 

What thou’dst fain believe, I’ll vow. 
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Upon thy snow-white shoulder 
1 have rested iny weary head! 

I heard thy heart beat, and its longing, 

Its hopes and its wishes I read. 

The blue Hussars are bugling 
And riding into the town , 

And to-morrow she will desert me, 

My dearest and my own * 

And if thou wilt leave me to-morrow, 
To-day thou art surely my own, 

So twofcdd shall be my rapture 

Whilst round me thine arms are thrown. 


82 

The blue Hussars are bugling 
And riding out of the town; 

I enter it, dearest, to bring tliee 
My roses freshly blown. 

Swashbucklers that eat up tlie country! 

Hubbub and wild uproar ’ 

E'en thy small heart found billets 
For half-a-dozen or more » 
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In my years of young desire, 

From sweet love’s devouring fire 
Many a pain I had ; 

Nowadays the fuel’s dearer. 

And the fire does not burn clearer, 

Ma foi, it’s not so bad • 

Ponder this, my pretty sweeting, 

Let thy silly tears go ileeting, 

And love's silly pains and harms, 
And if only life is left thee. 

Why, forgot the love that’s reft thee, 
Ain foi ^ in my arms. 


84 

Art thou truly grown so hostile ? 

Art thou changed so utterly ^ 

To the wide world I’ll proclaim it, 

All thy graceless cruelty. 

’O ungrateful lips, how can you. 

Dare you, speak in harsh dispraise 
Of the man whose kisses thrilled you, 
In those dear and far-off days ^ 
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Ah, again the eyes which ever 
Smiled a welcome sweet, I see! 
And again the lips which ever 
Made all life seem sweet to me ’ 


^Tis again the voice which ever 
T was wont to hear so gladly ’ 
Only 1 am changed—returning 
To my home, I enter sadly. 


With lier fair white arms about me 
Close and lovingly ciitwinmg, 

1 am lying on her bosom, 

Weary-hearted and repining. 


86 ^ 

O shame me not, my darling lair— 
Untei' den greet mo not; 

Soon we shall meet at home, and there 
All shall be settled and fonrot 



THE HOME-COMING 


185 


87* 

Here, Uiitm- den Lindev, my friend, 
Your heart will be satisfied ; 

For here you may find, without end. 
Fair women’s beauty and pride. 

They blossom so dainty and sweet, 

In their delicate silks attired, 

Like “ Flowers on wandering feet, ' 

Said a poet in words inspired. 

Ah, the hat with its sweeping plumes, 
Ah, the folds of the Kashmire shawl. 

Ah, the youthful cheek and its bloom, 
And the swan-neck, fairest of all ’ 

88 

Rarely did ye understand me. 

You, I rarely understood, 

Ihit we understood each other 
When we both were m the mud 

89. 

But all the eunuchs grumbled 

When luy voice rang out with force; 

They grumbled and they mumbled, 

My singing was veiy coarse 
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And daintily sounded and cheerly 
Their tinkling falsetto notes. 

The crystalline fiorituri 

Slirilled gay from the bird-like throats. 

They sang too m accents pathetic, 

Of love—its raptures and fears 
Delights so truly sesthetic 

Drowned all the ladies in tears. 


90 

Where on Salamanca’s ramparts 

Airs blow soft and sweet from Heaven, 
I and my beloved Donna 

Stroll on many a summer even. 

Round the beauty’s waist so slender 
(gently now my arm is stealing. 

And her bosom’s haughty swelling 
My too happy hand is feeling. 

Natheless an anxious whisper 

Flutters through the lindens shady. 
And the mill-stream, dark below us, 
Mutters gloomy dreams, sweet lady. 
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Ah, Senora, drear foreboding 
Tells we must be rent asunder. 
And on Salamanca’s ramparts 
Nevermore shall we two wander. 


9T. 

Don Henriqiiez, styled “ The Handsome,” 
Lives in the same houvse beside me; 

Our apartments are adjoining, 

From him flimsy walls divide me. 

As he strides along the pavement, 

Spurs a-clanking, moustache t^\irllng, 

With a ]>ack of dogs about him, 

Many a lady’s brain is whirling. 

But he sits at home and lonely. 

Often through the silent gloaming; 

In his hands his mandolina, 

Through his soul sweet fancies roaming. 

He begins extemporising. 

Eager chords the strings are thrilling, 

Ugh ! no caterwauling plagues me 
Like his growling, quavering, trilling. 
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Heart answered to heart when we first saw each other, 
I marked it plainly in voice and in eye; 

And I think we should straightway have kissed if your 
mother, 

The marplot, had not been standing by. 

Eut hence with the morning must 1 be starting 
To speed on my weary journey anew, 

And my blue-eyed darling will watch my departing, 

As I waft to her window my fond adieu. 


93- 

Over the mountains breaks now the sunlight, 

The lambs’ bells tinkle across the plain; 

My darling, my lamb, my sunlight, my one light, 
1 long to look on thee once again! 

With straining eyes I gaze at thy shutters; 

Farewell, my child, 1 must part from thee! 

In vain, in vain—not a curtain flutters > 

She lies still asleep,—and dreams of me! 


94. 

At Halle in the market-place 
There stand two mighty lions; 

Ha f truculent Halle lion-folk, 

Ha, ha' how tame we’ve made you! 
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At Halle in the market-place 
There stands a mighty giant, 

He grasps a sword, yet never stirs, 
Terror has petrified him. 

At Halle in the market-i)lace 
There stands a mighty iiiiiister, 
Where citizens and country folk 
Have space to pray in plenty. 


95 > 

l^retty, hospitable lady, 

House and couit are trim ami neat. 

Stable, cellar, all well cared-for, 

Farming careful and complete * 

Kvery corner in the garden 
Is well-weeded, gay enough. 

All the straw tlie flails are thrashing 
Will be used the beds to stulb 

fjut tby heart ami lips, fair lady, 
Unregarded, fallow lie. 

And tby bed-chamber, so cosy. 

Lacks another’s company. 
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Over blooming woods and meadows 
J3roods the waning summer twilight, 
From the skies the golden moonbeams 
Dart their light among the shadows 

Grasshoppers chirp by the river, 

And a movement stirs the water, 

And the loiterer hears the ripple, 
Hears the very silence quiver. 

To the stream the wood nymph tender 
Shyly comes to bathe liei l)eauty, 

In the golden moonbeams glisten 
Neck and arm so white and slendei'. 


97- 

O’er the strange paths night is brooding, 
Heart is sick, and limbs are son*, 

Then thy light in silent blessing, 

Gentle Moon, streams down once more. 

Gentle Moon, before thy radiance ^ 
Vanish all the night-tide’s fears , 
Silently my griefs steal from me, 

And my eyes are dewed with tears. 
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Death is to me the cool, still ni^ht, 

And lile the sultry day. 

It darkens—let me slumber; 

I’m weary of the light. 

Over my bed the willows weep, 

There sings the young sweet nightingale, 
She sings of love, love only, 

1 hear it even in sleep. 


99- 

Say, where’s now your pretty sw'^-othean 
You extolled in lyric fashion, 

When your youthful being kindled 
With the magic glow of passion ? 

Ah, my heart is sad and frozen, 

And the Hanie no hmger Hashes, 

And this little book’s an urn which 
Sepulchres my love’s cold ashes. 
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Now Miiy IS here, with all lier ifolden sunbeams. 

With all h(*r silken airs, anil sjncy j>erfunies, 

Hcnigiily she allures with snow-white blossoms. 

And greets with thousand violet-eyes of azure, 
x\nd spreads abroad her green and tlowery carpet 
Woven of sunshine and of morning dew, 

Summoning all the children of mankind 
The hashtul folk obey hei eailiest call: 

The men all put their nankeen tiousers on, 

'rhclr Sunday coats with glittering gilded buttons, 
The ladies di'css themselves in virgin white , 

The young men twirl their newly grown moustaches; 
Young maidens feel their bosoms swell with pleasure; 
And the town jioets stick intu tlieir pockets 
Eye-glass, note-1 »ook and pencil, dubilant 
The jostling ioowd is pressing thrcugh the town-gate. 
And, ]>ing down on the green turf outside, 


Vi lull res the trees- liow splendidly they Jlourish— 
Plays with the gaily-coloured tender blossoms— 


Harks to the songs of all the lusty warbleis— 


While then shouts reach tlie blue expanse of Heaven. 

iga 
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May came to me—even me—three times she rattled 
Upon my door, and called out “ I am May! 

Thou pallid dreamer, come, and I will kiss thee! ” 

But I my door kept bolted, and 1 cried: 

“ In vain thy wiles thou triest on me—ill-comer— 

For I have seen thee through, and also seen through 
The structure of this world. 1 have seen too much— 
And much too deep —and so all joy has vanished, 

And everlasting pains lodge in my heart. 

I see right through the hard and stony casing 
Of mortals’ houses, and of mortals’ hearts, 

And see 111 both falsehood, and tricks, and meanness— 
Upon men’s faces do 1 read their thouglit'^, 

A sorry revelation. In the girl's blush of shame 
I see her secret passion’s greedy tremors. 

On the youth’s proud enthusiastic head 

I see the mocking, yellow fool’s cap settle 

And nought but masks grotesque, or sickly shadows, 

I see upon this earth—nor can I tell 
^ Whether a madhouse ’tis, or hosnital. 

^ I see right through the base of this old Earth 
- As though it were of glass, and see the horroi-, 

May strives to cover with her joyful green— 

Strives, but in vain And then T see the dead 
They lie below there, in their narrow coihns, ' 

With folded hands, and with their eyelids open. 

White is their clothing, and their faces white. 

And through their lips the yellow worms are crawling. 
^ VOL. IX. N 



194 


THE BOOK OF SONGS. 


I sec the son there, sitting with bis sweetheart. 

To sport and wanton on his father s gra ^e: 

The nightingales siiig jeering songs above them . 

The gentle meadow-Howers are larghing slyl} , 

While the dead father tiiriis him in liis grave, 

And painfully old other Earth doth shuddei. 

Thou poor old Karth—thy juiiiis, too well I know them. 
I see the fire winch rages in thy bo.song 
I see the blood start fiom thy thousand veins, 

1 see thy wound tearing itself wide open 

And wildly streaming flame and smoke and blood 

I see thy bold diifiant giant-sons— 

Thy eldest biood—from gloomy deeps arising, 

And their led torches in their hands high swinging; 

1 see tlieni si‘t tlu'ir iron ladders uj) 

And wildly storm the fortress of high Heaven, 

Whih‘ black dwarfs clamber after them and crackling 
Vanish from lieaveii all the golden stars. 

With imjuous hand one tears the golden curtain 
Of God’s own shrine The lioly Angels 
Vroiift on then faces fall, shrieking aloud 
Upon his throne bits God, with terror pale— 

Ulueks from his head the crown and tears his hair 
'‘\ud nearer presses on the savage horde ^ 

The Giants toss their blazing torches high 
Into vast JTeaven's realm, the foul dwarfs smite 
With whi])s of Hame the Angels on the back, 
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Who creep about, and tortured writhe in pain, 

And then are dragged out fairly by the hair. 

And my especial Angel see I there, 

With his blonde locks, and with his gentle features. 
And with th’ eternal love around his lips, 

And with the bliss that lives in his blue eye 
And one outrageous, ugly, dusky Kobold 
Snatches from Ileaveirs floor luy pah; white Angel. 
Grinning he leers upon his shining beauty, 

Then clasps him tight in teiiderest embraces 
A shriek of horror rings throughout all space; 

Its pillars crumble Eaith and Heaven fall crashing 
Together, and old Night is Lord of all. 
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Tiik Dream-God brought me once into a country 
Wliere weeping willows waved to me a welcome 
With their long leafy arms, and wliere the Dowers, 
With sober sisteis eyes gazed gently on me. 

Where the birds’ twitter seemed familiar to me, 
Where ev n the dogs’ bark seemed to me well known 
Where voices and where persons greeted me 
Like an old friend, and yet where all things 
So sLange seemed to me, wonderfully strange. 

1 stood before a pretty eountiy house. 

My breast was troubled; yet within my brain 
Peace reigned ; and peacefully 1 shook oil 
The dust that clung about my tiavelling garb 
Shaip clanged the bell, and soon the door stood open, 

And there were men and women—many well-known 
Faces, but silent grief on all was painted, 

And secret, shrinking fear. With strunge emotion— 
Almost with ]nLying incn—they gazed upon me, 

Till 1 myself felt, shuddering through my bosom, 
Something like presage of unknown disaster. 
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There sat old Margaret, whom I knew at once; 
Questioning T looked at her, but still she spoke not. 

“ Where is Maria ^ ” asked I, but slie spoke not. 

She took me gently by the hand, and led me 
Through many long and brightly lighted looms, 

Where luxury and state and silence reigned; 

Led me at last into a misty chamber, 

Then motioned me, with countenance averted, 

Toward a form that on the sofa sat. 

“Are you Maria?” asked I, and I shuddered 

To the heart’s core at the solemnity 

With which I spoke, and, stony and metallic, 

Rang back the voice: “ The people call me so.” 

,A cutting pam went coldly through me then, 

For that same hollow, freezing tone was still 
The voice—once so melodious—of Maiia • 

That woman in the faded lilac gown 
Thrown carelessly around her, breasts down hanging. 
Eyes fixed and glassy , and the clioeks, and muscles 
Of her pale visage limp and loose as leather— 

Ah yes ’ that woman was tin* once so fair. 

The blooming, lovely, lovable Maria ^ 

“You’ve been long on your travels,” she broke out, 
With cold familiarity uncanny, 

“ Good •friend, you look no more so languishing. 

How strong you seem—your loins and calves stand out, 
And show solidity.” A sickly smile 
Fluttered around the pale and yellow lips 
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In my confusion this I blurted forth : 

“ Why, some one told me, sure, thrat you were married/’ 
“ Oh yes! ” she coolly said, loud-voiced and smiling, 

“ 1 have a wooden stick w'hich, covered over 
With leather, is called ‘husband.’ Still, plain wood 
Is wood ” Slie laughed, a low repulsive laughter. 

Then a cold pang ran through my very soul, 

And doubt seized on me. Cfin those be the pure 
Lips—pure as opening flowers—Maria’s ^ 

But then she stood up all her height, took (juickly 
Her shawl from ofl‘ the chair, and wrapped it 
About her neck, then hung upon my arm, 

And drew nn* thence, first through the open house-door, 
Then on and on througli ])bnn and wood and meadow. 

The sun’s red. glowing disc had now sunk down 
Full low, and w^ith his purple light he coloured 
The trees and all the flowers and the river, 

Which in the distance rolled majestic on. 

]\Iaria suddcui cried “ See you how shimmers 
The great gold eye in yonder azure water ? 

“ Silence, pofir thing ’ ” 1 said And 1 beheld then 
A wondrous pageant floating in the twilight. 

For misty shapes were rising from the meadows, 
Circling each other 111 their soft white arms 
The violets sweetly iooked on each other; 

The lily-bells bowed, each to each, enamoured; 

A glow of pleasure crimsoned all the roses; 
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A i3arae seemed bunuiig in the pinks’ hot hrealli; 

The flowers all revelled in tlie rapturous odours. 

And all were weeping fpiiet tears of joy, 

And all in chorus chanted, “ Love, lov(^, love ’ ” 

The butterflies were fluttering, and the biilliant 
Gold-beetles hummed ttieir fairy lays together. 

Tine evening breezes whispered in the oaks. 

The nightingale sang with voluptuous languor 

’Midst all this .sound of vvhis}»enrig, rustling, singing, 
The faded woman hanging on my arm then; 

Chattel ed with leaden, toneless voice and frigid 
"] know your iiigbtl\ doiiig'» at the castl(‘. 

‘ The lanky-shadow ‘’s a good-natured fool, 

He nods and how^ to everything }ou want 
‘The Blue-coat’ is an angel, but the red one, 

With shining sword, he haU*s you like the devil ” 

And many other incoherent stories 
She babbled of, until at last she sat. 

Quite weaned, down with me on the green hillock 
That stands beneath the ag(‘d oak-tree’s branches. 

And there wi- sat together, still and moninfnl, 

Gazed each on each, with giowing inelanchoh. 

Like to a dying man tlie oak-tiee sighed, 

And shrill with pain the nightingale wailed from it 
But tlMJn, ra^sof red iiglit stieamed throimh thele.ives 
And played around Maria’s visage pale, 

And waked a glow within her stony eyes. 

And with her old sweet voice she said to me 
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“How knewest thou, then, that I was so wretched, 
As I have lately read in thy wild songs ? ” 

A chill shot through my breast. I stood in awe. 
Scared by my frenzy, which could thus 
Foresee tlie future; darkness fell upon my brain, 
And in my terror I awoke from sleep. 



DONNA CLARA. 


In the evening-lighted garden 
Vaces the Alcalde’s daughtei . 
lllare of kettle-drums and truin])etp 
Sounds triumphant fi(nn the palace. 

“ Ah ^ a burthen ar^^ these dances, 

And the sugared words ot flatterers 
And the knigh^^s wdth prtJtty }dirases 
Who compare me with the sunshine 

" All things are a mighty burthen. 

Since 1 saw in gleaming moonlight 
That one knight whose lyre enticed me 
After night-fall to my window 

• ‘ As he stood there, brave and slender, 
And his eye shot forth keen lightning 
From his pale and noble visage . 

’Twas St. George who stood before mt' ’ 
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Thus was Donna Clara musing, 

Gazing on the ground before her; 

As she raised her eyes, befoie hei 
Stood the unknown gallant stranger. 

Iland-iii-haiid, with loving whispers. 
Through the moonlit groves they wander, 
Kissed by soothing airs while roses 
CJreet them as in fairy IcigenJs 

Crreeting as in fairy legends, 

Uoses glow like lov^^’s familiars, 

“ O my dealest, tell me wherefore 
Comes siitdi sudden Hush upon thee ^ 

“ O my love, the midges stung me ; 

And 111 summertime the midges 
Are ])y me as much deUstfid 
As the long-nosed rlewisli rabble ” 

“ Take no thought of flews or midges,” 
Spoke the eavalier caressing; 

And a million snoMy bloom-ilakes 
l)ro]> upon them from the almonds. 

And a million snowy bloom-Hakes, 

Lavish all aiound their sweetness 
“ O 111 } dearest, tell me truly, 

Is th}" heart mine and mine only ” 



DONNA CLARA. 


“ Yes, I love thee, my beloved ^ 

[.et me swear it by the Saviour 
Whom tbe Clod-aceursed Hebiews 
Murdered in their evil malice ” 

“Take no thought of dews or Saviour,’ 
Spoke the cavalier caressing; 

In the distance rise white lilies, 
(xleamiiig softly iii the radiance. 

Snow-white lilies, gleaming softlv, 
(iaze up to the stars in Heaven 
“ O iiiy dear(‘st, give true answer. 

Hast thou not sworn falsely to me ^ ” 

“ Dearest, falsehood is not in me ; 

Just as 111 my heart there li(JV\s not 
Any drop of blood that’s ^huirish, 

Or of filthy Jewish people ” 

“Take no thought of Moor or Hebrew, 
Sjioke the cavalier caressing. 

And he led the Alcalde’s daughtei 
To a s(‘cret myrtle bower 

it were with nets of ]>assioU, 

He had stealthily enmeshed her; 
15ri(‘fest words, but long-drawn kisses. 
While their hearts were overflowimT 
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Sweetest nightingales sang melting 
Bridal songs from out the thicket, 

On the grass around, the glow-worms 
Moved as in a dance of torches. 

Through the bower silence deepened, 
Nought was heard, except the secret 
Whisper of discreetest myrtles, 

And the breathing of the lloweis. 

All at once the drums and trumpets 
Burst forth loudly from the palace. 
Suddenly awaking, Clara 
Tears luu'self from his embraces 

“ Hciik ! they shout for me, my dearest ’ 
Yet eie we aie parted, tell me 
What fair name thou bearest, tell me 
What thou long hast hidd<jn from me ’ ” 

And the knight out-laughing gaily. 
Kissed the lingers of his mistress. 
Kissed hci on the lips and forehead. 
And he spoke the slow words slowly : 

“ I, Senora, your beloved, 

Am the son < f the most worthy, 

Erudite and reverend ]labbi 
Israel of Saraoussa ” 



ALMANSOR 


I. 

In Cortjovii’s cjalliedml 

’^rherc iiie cuhiiiiiis thii Lceu hiiiidied 
Thiitoeii hiiiulrod coluimiH 

Belli* the dome upon Iheir yhoijlder^. 

And on wall^) and donu* and columns, 
Th('rc extend from top to bottom 
Aiab texts fiom the Alcoran, 

Deftly turned like twining lloweis 

Moorish kini^s m bygone ages 

Budt then house to Allah’s glory. 
But since then all things liave altered. 
Swept along in Time’s dark whiilpool 

jFroin the tower where the Muezzin 
Suiniiioned all the town to worship, 
Now we hear the mournful droning 
Of the bells of pallid Christians 
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On the steps where true ])elievors 
Sang the niessagci of th(‘ l‘rophel. 

Xow the shaveling tiicksli‘is juggle 
Witli then childish 

And there’s scra])ing and tlicie's twisting 
Of tlie iuan\-coloured pu})pels , 

And niid smoke and bells and muniniing. 
All the silly tapers llickei. 

Theio 111 Oordova’s Cathedral 
stands Alinansor ben AbdulLdi, 

(bizing silt'Mt on the coliiinns, 

Muiimniiig ihes(‘ })hiases soltly 

“ O yo cuilimns strong, gigantic, 

()nce adorned I’oi Allah’s glory, 

Ye are lorced to servile homage 
To the (diristiaii iaiih detested. 

“ Yielding t-o the times ye live in, 
iMnently 5 ^e beai the burthen, 

Kvei so we who are W(*akpr 

AJust mine leadilv submit us." 

And Almansoi ben Abdullah 

Hows his liead with cheerful sc.emiiig, 
O’er the tarven stone of ba])ti.sm, 

In Cordova’s great Cathedral. 
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Swift h(j strodf" ihv; < 'atliedial, 
GcillnpcMl (til hi^ ( oal-l»]ac'lv cliar^^T, 

Till til" 'I'lih]) c‘uiK on Ills forclioad, 

And Ins phiiiu*, waved lu the hiee/er^ 

On tlie load to Aleol(*a, 

hollowiiijj; the (iuadahjiiiver, 

Wli(ie the H)sy al 11101 id blossoms. 

And wlieie j^lown I he ]K'rhinied oiciii^i* 

Thit.hei sjiee^ls th(‘ <;alhirit liorseman 
AVhistlini^ siii^iiiLi, lan^dnii^ 

And the buds ironiul join with him, 

And the rivei - ^uundiiiL; wateis 

Koi in Aleolea’s ( asth‘ 

Dwells bill (dnia de Ahtiie/ 

In Na\ane hei sue is wariiiiL;, 

So she joys ill laitjer freedom 

And Almaiisoi hears far distant, 

Stiiiim;; bray of horns and triini]H‘ts, 
lie beholds the e.istle ciessets 

(jleaming through the leafy branches 
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In the halls of Alcolea 

^rwelve bejewelled dames aie dcincing 
And twelve knights in knightly lainient 
But the sUtelusl is Aluiaiisoi. 


Boint ilony b) buo^diil liumoui 
Tliiough tlu hall hi llitb incesbaiit, 
IvnoNMiig well how best to wlnspei 
To Lach dame hib ^tnth llaitci) 


bhiick hi kisses Isahtllis 

Snow} hind and (juits hii swittl} 
\nil 111 St its 111 nisi 11 and ua/t s 
do}oubl> it iaii Kl\II i 


I iiigliiii<_U he isks Lenoia 

It hi now tiiids fiivoiii with hii 
And he shows ujion his in intli 

(bosses woiked in gold eiiibioidciv 


\ud he vows to evei} lad} 

In his he ait he heais those ciosses, 
\nd a sioie ot Limes piotistith, 
Swiaiing, As 1 am a Chiistian ’ 
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III. 

Now in Alcole;i’s caatlo 

Mirth and music all are silenced, 
Knights and ladies all have vanishtMl, 
And the tapers are extinguished. 

Donna Clara and Alinansoi— 

These alone remain togelhei , 

One last lamp is left to light them 
With a pale and lonely glimmer 

On a lofty chair sits Clara, 

And Almansor on the iootstool 
Jlends Ins forenead, slumber-wi'ary, 
On the knees of his beloved one 

From a golden flask the lady 
l*ensive, drops sweet oil of roses 
On the brown locks of Almansoi, 
And a deep sigh heaves his bosom 


^Sweetest kiss from lips so tender 
The sweet lady presses pensive 
(hi the brown locks of Almansor, 
And his lofty brow is clouded. 
VOL. IX 
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Pensive teais the liidy slieddeth 
From her radiant eyes love-lighted 
On tlie brown locks of Almaiisor, 

And his lip with passion trembles 

For he dreams that he is standing 

AVith his head bowed low and drijiping, 
Fhere in (-ordova’s Cathedral, 

Hearing countless gloomy voices 

All the lofty giant columns 
Murmur to his cais indignant, 

They will liear the load no longer, 

And they quiver and they stagger. 

And they crash togetlier wildly 
On the livid priests and people, 

And the dome itself falls headlong 

While the Christian (lods are wailing. 



THE PILGRIMAGE TO KEVLAAR. 


I. 


The mother’s at the window, 

Ill bed her sick son lies 
The pilgrim train is passing, 

“ William, wilt thou not rise ? ” 

" I am so ill, O mothei. 

Hearing and sight are l!ed 
My heart is aching sorely , 

1 think of Gretchen dead ” 

Arise, we will to Kevlaar, 

Take book and rosai’y , 

(Tod's Mother will make whole there 
Thine aching heart for thee.” 

And loud bursts forth the chanting, 
The banners flutter gay. 

The pilgrim train is starting 
From Koln this very day. 
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The mother follows the julgrims, 
Her sick son leadeth she; 

And both sing in the chorus: 

“ IVaiscd be thou, Mary ! ’’ 

^ « 


11 

The Mother of God at Kevlaai 
Wears all her bravery , 

The sick folk come in huudj'eds, 
And much to do has she. 

And all the suffering mortals 
liring each an offering; 

lambs that of wax are moulded, 
Wax hands, wax feet they bring. 

And whoso brings a wax hand, 
(hires on liis hand his wound, 

Aiul whoso brings a wax foot, 

His foot is straightway sound. 

Thither came some on crutches 
Who now can dance on the rope; 

Some play the viol whose fingers 
Were all diseased past hope. 
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The mother bought wax tapers 
And shaped them to a heart, 

“ Go—bear it to God’s Mother, 

And she will heal thy smart ” 

With sighs he took the wax heart. 

He sought the shrine with sighs; 

His words gushed from his heart-spring, 
The tears gushed from his eyes 

‘‘ O blessed ’mid the blessed, 

O God’s own maiden pure, 

O Queen of Heaven, hearken 
What sorrow I endure. 

“ In Koln, the famous eity, 

I and my mother dwell, 

Koln that doth bv the hundred 

«/ 

Its shrines and churches tell.” 

“And near to us dwelt Gretchen, 

But she is dead and past! 

O Mary, take this wax heart, 

And cure my heart at last. 

“ My pierced heart, oh ! heal it. 

That so my prayer may be, 

Fervent, and late, and early, 

‘ Praised be thou, Mary ! ’ ” 
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The sick youth and his mother 
Tn their small chamber slept; 

And lo ! God’s Mother gently 
Across the threshold st-epped. 

Above the sick boy bending, 

She laid hei hand awhile 

Upon his heart in silence. 

And vanished with a smile 

In dicaiiis the mother saw it, 

She saw much more beside, 

She woke up from her slumber, 

The watch-dogs howled and cried. 


There lay upon his pallet 
Her son—and he w’as dead ! 
And on his pah^ cheek glimmered 
The daybreak’s gleaming led. 

She folded her hands in silence, 
No tears, no plaints had she— 
Then spoke in meek devotion, 

“ Praised be thou, Mary ! ” 



TRAVELS IN THE HARZ MOUNTAINS. 


Prologue. 

PiiACK dress-coats and trim silk stockings, 
Oily words, ettusive greeting, 

Courtly rulllcs, shut fronts snowy. 

Oh, if 111 them hearts were beatiin^ ’ 

Had they hearts within their bosoms, 

Til their hearts weie love ])jevailin^’ 

Ah • 1 perish with the siiiir-suiii,^ 

Of fictitious lovers’-wailiiio ’ 

1 will climb the miglity monntains. 

Climb the sim])le huts among, 

Where the breast expands m freedom. 
Where the airs are free and strong. 

I will climb the mighty mountains, 

Wheie the swarthy fir-trees rise. 

Where sing bird and brook, and eloinllets 
Dance in glee across tin* skies. 
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Farewell to the gay assemblies, 

Smirking men and dames beguiling ’ 
T will climb the mighty mountains, 
And look down upon you smiling! 


MOUNTAIN IDYLL. 


I. 

On the mountain stands the cottage, 
Dwelling of the miner old, 

There ihe dark-green fir-tree murmurs. 
There the moonbeams shine like gold. 

And a chair stands in that cottage. 

Strange with carvings rich and rare, 
Happy is the wight who fills it— 

I'm the happy one, I swear ' 

And my young love on her footstool 
Rests her arm upon my knee, 

And her eyes are stars of azure, 

And lier mouth's a rose to see. 

And those dear blue stars look on me, 
Growing wider than the sky, 

And she lays her lily fingers 
On the rosebud laughingly. 
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No, thy mother does not heed ns, 

Fast her spinning-wheel doth croon ; 
And thy father plies his zither, 

And he sings the dear old tune. 

And the dear child whispers gently, 
Soft and low-toned, drawing near, 
Many and many a mighty secret 
Has she trusted to my ear. 


We can’t go to Goslar Fair, 

Where they hold the shooting-matches; 
Oh ’ it was delightful there 

“ Here far up the chilly mountain 
We are all alone, yon know ; 

And in winter we are almost 
Buried underneath the snow. 

“ And I’m but a timid maiden, 

And like any child I fear 

Evil spirits, who are busy 

All night in our mountains here.” 

4-11 at once the dear child pauses. 

Both her little hands doth hold 

Over anxious eyes, as frightened 
By the things herself has told. 



THE BOOK OE SONGS. 


Louder still the fir-tree murmured, 

And the swift wheel crooned and whirred, 
And the zither sounded blithely, 

And the dear old tune was heard 

Have no fear, my little darling. 

Of the evil spirits’ might, 

All the angels, little darling, 

Watch beside thee day and night. 


ij 

At the lonely casement tapping 
Comes the fir with fingers gieen, 

And the moon, the silent watcher, 

Casts within its golden sheen. 

Father, mother, both are sleeping, 

Hark the sound their breathings make! 

But we two with blissful chatter 
Kee]) each other wide awake. 

“ It is hard to think thou jirayest o 
Often, as thou dost declare. 

When J see tliy lips twitch coldly, 

Surely that comes not from prayer 
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“ Ever that cold, scornful twitching 
. Makes me tremble with dismay; 

But thy quiet gentle glances 
Chase my gloomy fears away 

*' Yet T doubt if thou believest 
What as faith we cherish most; 

Hast thou faith in Cod the Father, 

Til the Son and Holy (Jhost?” 

Child, when as a little fellow 
At my mother's knee T stood 

I believed in Cod the Father, 

All controlling, great and good ; 

Who this beauteous eartli eiented 
And the wondrous human race, 

Who to suns and moons and planets 
rre-ordaiiied their course and place. 

And, my child, as 1 grew bigger, 

More 1 understood anon, 

Undeistood and grew in reason. 

And believed then in the Son 

.The Beloved, whose revelation 
To Cod’s love did testify, 

Who received the wonted gueidon, 
Whom the mob did crucify. 
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But when I had grown to manhood, 

Much had read and travelled too, 

Heartfelt faith from heait o’erflowing, 

In the Holy Spirit grew— 

He, who did the greatest marvels— 

Greater marvels still doth he, 

For he broke the tyrant’s stronghold 
And he set the bondsman free. 

He makes whole the ancient death-wounds, 
He renews the ancient Right. 

All the race of men, born equals, 

Are as nobles in his sight. 

From the brain he clears the cobwebs, 
Drives the evil clouds away, 

VV'hich embitter love and gladness, 

Which beinock us night and day. 

He hath chosen full a thousand 
Valiant knights in helm and mail, 

Has inspired their souls with courage 
That his purpose may prevail. 

And their trusty swords are flashing 
And their goodly banners wave! 

Ah, my child, ’twould surely please thee 
But to look on knights so brave ? 
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Well, then, look on me and kiss me. 
Look, my child, without affright, 
I*am of this chosen order 

Am the Holy Spirit's knight 


III. 

Silently the moon is hiding 

Now behind the Hr-tree’s gloom. 

And our lamp is flickering faintly, 
And it hardly lights the room. 

Yet those same twin stars of azure 
Shine on me with brightei* rays. 

And the rosebuds red are shining, 
And the little darling says : 

“Yes, the gnomes and little people 
Steal our ham and bread away , 

In the pan it lies at evening, 

And ’tis gone before the day. 

“ From the milk the little people 
Greedily the cream will sup, 

Then they leave the bowl uncovered. 
And what’s left the cat laps up. 
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“ And our cat’s a witch—that’s certain ! 
For in night and stoiui she’ll creep 

Over to the Haunted Mountain, 

To the ancient shattered keep. 

“ There in old time stood a castle 

Bright with arms and beauty’s glance, 

Gallant knights and dames and squires 
Led the stately torchlight dance. 

“ Castle, people too, were cursed 
By a sorceress unblest; 

Ituins only were left standing. 

Where the screech-owl builds her nest. 

“ Boor dear Auntie used to tell us, 

Speak but the one word aright, 

On the one right spot cut yonde?', 

At tile one right hour of night— 

“ That one word shall change the ruins 
To a castle fair again, 

Where will dance in merry measures 
Knights and dames with all their train. 

“ Then shall pass to him who sjieaketh 
(Jastle, peojile, all in truth, 

Drums and trumpets sounding homage 
To the splendour of his youth ” 
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Thus, even thus, old legends blossom 
From the sweet mouth’s rosy red, 

Over them the azure starlight 
Of her eager eyes is shed. 

And she twines her golden tresses 
Itound my hands at her sweet will, 

Gives sweet nicknames to my fingers. 
Laughs and kisses, and is still. 

In the silent chamber all things 
Like old friends upon me gaze, 

Table, sideboard, all, I’ve known them 
Surely in the olden days. 

And the clock discourses gr.ively , 

From the uutuuclied zither blii.'am 

Tones so low you scarce might hear them. 
And I sit there 111 a dream. 

Surely this is the right moment, 

Surely the right place is this , 

And the riglit word will glide genily 
From these lips of mine, 1 wis * 

“ Dost thou see, child, how the midnight 
Now already dawns and stirs? 

And the hoary mountain wakens. 

Louder murmur streams and liis. 
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“ Zithers sound and fairies carol; 

From the cloven mountain-side 

Starts to life a sheet of flowers, 

As in reckless April-tide. 

“ Flowers, daring wondrous flowers, 

Uroad, smooth leaves and curious stem, 

l*eifumed, many-hued, and quivering, 

As if passion mastered them. 

“ From the whirling chaos, roses 
Darting tongues of flame arise; 

Lilies shoot like crystal columns 
Upward to the very skies ^ 

“ On the earth with fiery yearning 
Stars more vast than suns do gaze, 

Into giant bells of lilies 

Streams the torrent of their rays. 

“ Alore than all, ourselves ai'e altered, 

Oh, my darling, 1 and thou ; 

Torch-like glare and silk and jewels 
Olitter all about us now. 

“Thou, child, art become a ])rincess, 

This i>oo»' hut a lordly hall, 

And again they dance exulting, 

Knights and ladies, squires and all. 
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I have won those halls, those people, 
Won, my child, thyself in truth; 
Jorums and trumpets sound their honiag(‘ 
To the splendour of my ytnith ” 


THE YOENG SlIErilKKI). 

King IS yonder shepheid striiding. 

Yon green hillock is his throne. 

And the sun that giMs his tresses 
Is his glorious golden crown 

At his feet the sheep aie lying, 

Set vile molj with ciimson (tosses. 
Bull calves are the swaggering warriors. 
Each his haughty helmet tosses. 

And the goats are court comedians. 

And the hosts of birds and kine 
Are musicians of the chamber. 

With their bellsi and flutings fiin*. 

pentle tinklings, dulcet voices ■ 

Mingling 'witli them come the deep 
Murmurs of the trees and waters. 

And the King drops oil to sleep. 

VOL. IX. 


I* 
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While he slumbers rules as Jtej^oni 
His Prune Minister the Hound, 

Who with surly growl and bjirkiiig 
Wakes the echoes all around. 

I )rowsily the young King miitiCi .s, 

“ (Toverning is sueli a bore ; 

Ah ’ I would that 1 could get me 

Home to my sweet Queen once more! 

‘ On my (lueenly Consort’s bosom 
1 will rest my head from pain, 
hi lier eyes, so sweet and tender, 

Lies m> measureless domain ' ” 


OK THE liKOCKEN 

With the sun’s iirst tiny glimmer 
Now the e.ast is growing clearei . 
Eloaling oil the vast cloud-ocean 

Shine the mountains, vastei, nearer. 

Seven-league-boots—ah ’ if I had them, 
O’er the mountain peaks I’d hurry 
To the cottage of iriy darling 

With tlie wind’s impetuous scurry. 
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Softly would I lift the curtains 
From the bed where she reposes, 
Softly would I kiss her forehead, 
Softly kiss her mouth’s led roses ’ 


111 her ears—like little lilies, 

I would .:lill more softly si^h • 

“ Dream we love each othei dearly, 
Iheam we never said <^ood-bye.’’ 


ILSE OF ILSKXSTEIN 

1 am the J*riiicefcs IDe 
I dwell at Ilsensteiii, 

Come to my cfistle with me. 

Bliss shall be thine and mine 

With water of my fountain 
Will I bedew thy brow, 

And thou shalt forget thy sorrows, 
Boor boy, so eare-siek now 

Upon my snow'y bosom, 

Locked in my arms of snow, 

Thou shalt lie and dream of legendLS 
And joys of long ago. 
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Ill kiss thee, and caress thee, 

As oft 1 kissed of old 

My lover, Kaiser Heinrich, 

Who now lies stiff and cold. 

'I'lio dead .'irc dead for ever, 

And only the living live ! 

My heart is leaping with laughter. 
I’ve beauty and bloom to give. 

Come 'neath the wave to my castle 
Into Tiiy crystal hall, 

Theie ladies and knights aie dancing, 
The Rfjuires are exulting all. 

Rustles the silken garment. 

Clatters the iron spur, 

Gnomes fiddb\ and play the trumpet. 
Strike lute and dulcimer. 

My arm shall cling around tluic, 

As round the Kaiser of yore. 

His ears with my hands 1 covered, 
When trumpets sounded for war 



THr£ NORTH SEA FIRST CYCLE 

I THE COEONTATION 

Ye verses, O mv valiant verses ’ 

Up, up, and be ye armed ’ 

Let all the trumpets llourisli. 

And raise upon a shield 
The yonthful Maiden, 

Who now enthrals my heart. 

Aye, my whole heart as (^)ueen ’ 


All hail, all hail, young Queen ’ 

From the suii above me 
Snatch I the shining, ruddy gold, 

And weld tlierefrom a coronet 
For thine anointed head 

From the fluttering silk of Heaven's blue cai»py 
, ril cut a costly fragment. 

And hang it as a corouatioii-robe 
On thine imperial shoulders. 
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A kingly household will 1 bring thee 
Of sonnets strait-Liced and formal, 

Haughty terzets and supple rhymes, 

For running footman take my wit, 

For fool my rollicking fancy, 

As herald—my shield bears a tear that is laughing 
Let my humour servo thee» 

But for myself. O (,)ueen of mine, 

Before thee in dust I am kneeling. 

And tender on crimson velvet-rushion 
Homage—tender to thee 
The morsel of lirains. 

Which thy ju'edecessor in I lie realm 
In ]>ity sjiared to me 


2 . TWILIGHT 

On the yellow shore of ocean 
lUirthened with thoiiglit, 1 was sitting and lonely. 
The sun sniik lower aiid lower, and threw 
Crimsoning paths athwart the WMtors, 

And the white and unending waves, 

Urged by the driving tide, 

Foai icd and resounded nearer and nearer. 

4i 

A marvellous noi.se is of whisper and whistle, 

01 l.'ilighter and murmurs, .sighing and .sobbing, 
And through it all pierced a .sound as of song, 
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A gentle homely song, sung by ii cradle. 
Methought that 1 heard distant echoes 
•Of lovely old-world stories, 

Which, in days of childhood, 

From neighbours* children I learnt 
Which in the summer evenings 
We huddled together to tell. 

On the stone steps of the houses, 

With tiny hearts aglow to listen, 

Eyes that were keen with wonder— 
And meanwhile at the windows 
Opposite to us were sitting. 

Behind the scented flower-pots. 

The growii-up girls of the Milage, 

Faces like roses, 

Smiling bright 111 the moonlitrht. 


SUNSET 

The crimson glowing sun descends 

O O 

Down, down to the widespreail tremulous 

Silver-grey Ocean. 

Airy shapes, rose-tinted, 

Float in his wake, and across the skv 

•/ 

From the gliniinering e]oiid-\eils of Autumn, 
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With mom Ilf 111 death pallid visage 
Bmstts toilli the luooii 
Following hei, blight facets ol light 
Nebulous, glimmer the stars 

Orci‘ 111 wedlock uu ted 
Shone in lltavcn 

Luna llie (loddtss mil Sul the (lod 
And theie hen end and swaiiucei aioiind and about 
them 

The stais then innoitiil thilditn 
But tongues malic muis daited ioilh discoid 
And the jnoud and light-bc iiing tuuple 
Weie severed hcnceloitli in hat ml 

Now b} da> m his glory alone 

Above us ^^.lIldcTs the Sun (lod 

Who toi Ills splcndouj^ sake 

Is crovMud with the song^, and the woislii]) 

Of haughty men whom good foitune has liaidened. 

But all the night 

Fan Jiiin.i moves thiough the heavens, 

A hapkss mothei 

With oiphanc*(l stii clnldiin about hei 
And she shines in silent soiiow 
And lo\e-stiicken maidens and sott-soulid poets 
Bnm' her then tears .ind then vc^rses 
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0 gentle Luna! A woiii«iii at huaib ’ 

&he loves and yearns for her splendid consoit 
At eventide, trembling and pale, 

.Sectet she looks fiom hci light veil of ci mds 
And watches in grief his departure, 

And fain would she cry 111 an«ui^h ‘‘Come 
Come! The childien huiigei toi rhee’" 

it 

And he, the truculent Sun-(hMl, 

4 

At the sight of his consoit he Hushes 
!ln twice-glowing pin pie, 

^With wrath and })ain ; 

And deaf to entreaty, he s])eeds 

Do^n to his cold widowed loiich m tin* hca\ens. 

Evil slanderous tongiu^s 

Wrought in this wise jKiin and undonm 

Elven among (^ods eternal. 

And the hapless (lods, liigh in }le,i\en 
Wander in anguish disconsolate, 

Ii; their appointed circliss, 

And cannot perish, 

Bdt'drag on witli tlnun 
Misery respleiulenl 

'Bnt I who am Man, 

am placed so low, whom Death can gladden, 

" 1 : will murmur no longer. 
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4. NIGHT ON THE SHOKE * 

f 

Starless and cold is the night, 

Wide yawns the sea, 

And over the sea, stretched Hat on his belly, 

Lies the uncouth North-wind , 

And in secret, with sobbing voice, under his breath, 
Like a peevish old grumbler, an old ai (|uaiiitance. 

Tie prattles away to the water. 

And tells it many wild stories— 

Stories of giants, with resonant death-blows, 

Ages-old sagas of Noiway— 

And between them wide-soundnig he laughs, and he 
howls out 

Ooiijuration songs of the Edda. 
lluiiic senteiiecs, too, 

So darkly-defiant, and mighty in magic, 

That the white daughters of Ocean 
Leap up on high and exult 
In mad delirious excitement. 

Meanwhile, on th{‘ level sea-shore, 

Over the tide-moistened sand. 

Strides a stranger, who biiiigs tlieie a heart 
Wilder vet than wind or billows 
Wherever he ]Hants Ins fe(*t 
S})arks glitter—the s(‘a shells crackle 



THE NORTH SEA • FIRST CYCLE. 


And he wraps his grey cloak round him, 

And strides swift through the blustering niglit 
His trusty guide a tiny candle, 

That shines so inviting and loving 
Prom a lonely fisherman’s cottage 
Father and brother are out at sea . 

And all by herself in the cottage 
^Tarries the fisherman’s daughter, 

The fisherman’s lovely daughter. 

On the hearth she is sitting, 

And listening the while to her kettle 
Singing and murmuring its song—sweet yet for 
Then she scatters some crackling twigs on the 
And blows it up, 

Till its flashing red tic me-jets 
With magical grace are rollected 
On her sweet blooming visage. 

On her tender white slioulder. 

That peeps so touchingly 
Out of her rough grey shift, 

And on the little careful liaiid 
Tying her petticoat faster 
Over her shapely hips. 

But all^n a sudden the door flies ojk'ii. 

And the night-walking stranger comes in 
Lovingly, trustingly, resteth his eye 
On the faijr-skiniual, slender iiiiiulen 
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As trembling she stands before him 
Like to a startled lily. 

And he throws his cloak on the floor down, 

And smiles as he says 
“ Child, as thou seest, 1 keep my word, 

And I come, and with me conies 

The old time, when the Gods out of heaven 

Came down to the daughters of man * 

And the daughters of man embraced them. 

And with them engendered 
Sceptred races of nionarchs, 

And heroes, the wonder of this world. 

Still—marvel, my child, no longei 
At luy divinity, 

But I beg you to make me some tea with rum in ijb,; 
For It’s cold out of doors; 

And in such a night air 

Even we, the immortal Gods, get the shivers; 

And we easily catch the most godlike catarrhs. 

And a truly immoital courfi.” 


5. POSEIDON 

The sun’s bright rays were playing 
()ver the far-away rolling sea, 

Far in the roadway sparkled the ship 
Which soon should bear me homeward swiftjy; 
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feut we were waiting for favouring bieezes, 
Aad I sat unmoved on the gloaming sand-hills, 
Xlone on the beach. 

^And I read the song of Odysseus 
TThe ancient story that is ever } ouiig 
Forth from whose soa-resounding pages 
Gleefully tame to meet me 
The breath of Immortals, 

And the light of Humanity's spiing-time 
And the flowering hea\eii of Hellas 


Faithfully my constant heart did follow 
The son of Laertes in wandeiiiig and ]K*ril 
Sat at his side, with a tnuibbsl sjjirit, 

At welcoming healths, 

I 

Where Queens were seated, weaving puijde 
.4ud helped him in lying, and helped him 
flitting 

From giants’ ca\eins and arms ot the Naiads, 
Followed his steps iii Oimnierian night 
And through stoim and shipwiecb, 

'Suffering with him uiispeahabh* anguish 


spoke: “ Oh, evil Toseidon 
Thy wrath is fearful, 

Bread fills my soul 
For my voyage homeward 
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Scarce spoke T the words, when 
Foam whitened the sea, 

And from the seething waters rose 
The sedge-wreathed head of the sea-God, 

And scornful he cried • 

“ r»anish thy fear, l*oeiaster ’ 

Nut m the slightest will I imperil 
Thy pitiful bark. 

No, nor make wretched a life so precious 
Jly all-too-alarming a rocking. 

For llioii, J*oelaster, hast never aroused 
My anger, in 1 ‘rianis tiirice-sacred stronghold 
Xo tiny tuiret hast thou harmed , 

No hair, however minute, hast thou singed 
On the eyebrow of son Polyphemus, 

And the goddess of Wisdom, Pallas Athene! 
Sure never directed tliy way with her counsels.* 

Thus Poseidon bawled 
AVhilst plunging back to the sea, 

And lo * at the insolent sea-dog’s wit, 
Amphitrite, the portly hshwife. 

And the sill\ dauglitcrs of Xeieus, 
liaughed aloud under the water 
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6. DECLAIIATION 

The evening cjime stealing in twilight 
Wilder sounded the ilood . 

On the shore 1 sat and gazed 

At the snow-white dance ol waters 

And then my breast heaved big like the sea. 

And yearning desire for home o’ercanie me 
For thee, thou loveliest, 

Who everywhere lioverest near, 

'Who everywhere eaU’st on me. 

Everywhere, everywhere. 

In sounding of wind, 111 resounding of sea 
And in sobbings which bieathe fiom my beau 

With a slender reed 1 wrote on tlie sand 
> “ Agnes, I love thee! " 

But evil billows came streaniiim 
Over the tender avowal, 

And washed it away. 

^Oh, too fragile reed ’ oh, thou unstable sand ' 
Ephemeral waters, to you 1 trust nevermore 
TheJ^eavens grow darker, my heart inoie reckless, 
And with mighty hand from Norway’s forests 
Tearing the loftiest pine. 

Deep do I plunge it 
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Into Etii I’s fieicc olowiinr m iw, and I wnte ^itll 
This pen of the Gicints’, Ildino-sodden, 

1 write on the diik \nnlt of lifa\( n 
“ Ai;irs, T love thee ’’ 

Eich iii^ht letinnin^ ejlows eveimoie 
Above me llie lUme Sdoll eleiinlh 
And races of children to come lino’ dll dges 
rhnoiis shall read those heavenly woids 
Agne^ I love thee * 


7 AT NKHIT TX THE ( AfUN 

I he sea h ith its ])eails 
I he He ucn hath its stars 
And niy lu iit ni) heart, 
he lit h Ith its hne 

Great aic the sea, and the Heaven, 

Hut greiter still my heart, 

And faiicr than jieails en th in staihght 
Js the I idianrc e)t my love 

G little girl 111^ dailing 
('ome thou to my great heart 

lu nt, anel the sea, «ind the Heaven 
Are liintiiig, are djing for love 
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On the azure vault of Heaven, 

*Where the lovely stars are twinkling; 
Would that 1 might press iiiy lips then^ 
Press them wild with storm ot weeping 


For these stars are my beloved’s 
Eyes, a thousand times leflected, 
Shilling down in tender greeting, 
From the azuie vault of Heaven 


To the azure vault of Heaven, 
To the eyes of my Helo\ed, 

Lift T arms of deep devotion, 
And I pray her aiio iinploro liei 


Tender eyes, twin lanijis of mercy. 
Do ye make my spirit blissful ^ 

Let me die so J may win ycm, 

You and all the heavens about you 


•From those eves of Heaven above mo 
Golden sparks do fail and ([iiiver 
Through the dark, aiul all niy sjiirit 
Opens wide as love, and broadens. 

VOT. TX. 
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O ye eyes of Heaven above mo, 
Shed your tears out on my spirit, 
l^et those star-tears falling softly 
Overilow my stormy spirit. 

(Jradled by the swelling waters, 
Cradled by my dreaming fancies, 

I lie silent in the cabin. 

In my berth in darkest corner. 

And 1 see through open port-holes 
Shining stars high up above me, 
Eyes so dearly loved, so tender, 

Of my sweetest, best Ileloved. 

Eyes so dearly loved, so tender. 
Keeping watch beside my pillow ; 
And they gleam and beckon to me 
From the azure vault of Heaven. 

Towards the azure vault of Heaven 
Blissful liours long I lie gazing, 

Till the silver veil of sea-mist 
Veils the dea*’ eyes shining on me. 
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planks of our vessel 

resting my dreamy head, 
all the breakers, the boisterous bleaker^, 
roaring and murmur 
(^iat reached to my ear: 

4^0 foolish fellow! 

^%ort is thine arm, and the Heavens are fai’, 
l^d the stars are nailed as with nails aliove thee. 
nails of gold. 

piy yearning is fruitless, and fruitless thy sighing, 
^^l^ere well to close thine eyes and sleep ” 


I Mi*''! 




then I dreamt of heathland far extended, 
(Ifoiveioped far and wide in white, white snow, 
.!|^d underneath the white snow ] was buried, 
^‘JSad slept the lonely, frozen sleep of 1 )eath 


IK ^ 


1^^ still above me from the darkened Heavens 
' 4 ||;l 0 -;iStairry eyes gazed on my grave unceasing; 
['JJJ-^roetest eyes’ whose glances beamed victorious, 
'^^ieerful and calm, and filled with love undying. 


' V ^ ‘ 

' > 

Si ’•‘i: li, j 


8 STOliM. 


^^I&ges the storm' 

;he scourges the deep ’ 
foaming with rage, it raves and the waves 
themselves up, and the white watei-mountains 
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Heave as with life! 

And the good sliip climbs up them. 
Straining and toiling, 

Then plunges down madly 

In the dark gaping chasm of billows 


0 Sea! 

Mother of lieauty, the foam-sprung goddess, 
(Trandam of Love, have pity on me! 

For the white spectral sea-mew flutters 
With a wail as of spirits departed, 

And sharpens her bill on the yard-arm, 

And greedily gapes for the heart 
Which IS filled with the praise of thy daughter, 
TJie heart which thy grandchild, the tiny rogue, 
Takes for his toy. 


In vain are entreaties and tears! 

My cries die away on the bellowing storm, 

In the wind’s battle-roar, 

And it whistles and screams, and rattles and ho^^ls*. 
Like a Bedlam of noises. 

Yet amidst all I hear clearly 
’Pones of entrancing harps. 

Song that is wild with yearning, 

Melting the soul and racking the soul, 

And the voice is one that 1 know. 
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On the iron-bound coast of Scotland 
Afar, where the grey old castle rises, 

By the tumultuous sea, 

There at the high-vaulted window 
Standeth a woman, sufleriiig and lovely, 

Tender, translucent, and marble pale. 

And she touches the harp and sings, 

And the wind whirls through her streaming tresses, 
And bears her gloomy song 
Over the wide, storm-ridden sea. 


9. A CALM AT SEA. 

Deep-sea silence! All the glitter 
Of the sun lies on the water. 

And the ship ploughs green-blue furrows 
Through the jewelled, heaving billows. 

Near the rudder lies the boatswain, 
Snoring lightly on his belly. 

Near the mainmast, patching sailcloth, 
Cowers the cabin-boy, bewildered. 

Underneath his cheeks so grimy 
. lied blood sparkles, apprehcmsioii 
Twitches his wide mouth, and misery 
From his great dark eyes looks mutely. 
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For the captain stands above Kim, 

Curses, roars, and calls him rascal: 

“Eascal, thou hast stolen a herring, 

Stolen a herring from the barrel.’* 

Deep-sea silence! From the waters 
Some small canny fish emerges; 

Warms his noddle in the sunshine, 

Wags his little tail right gaily. 

J 3 ut the sea-gull from mid-Heavcn 
Swoops down on the tiny minnow ; 

Swift shoots upward to the azure, 

ReariiUT in his beak the hootv. 

A cii?A nirnGT 

But I lay on the side of the vessel, 1 

And was gazing—with holf-drearning eyeballs—n 
Down into the mirror-like water; 

And kept gazing deeper and dcepei— 

Till far in the depths of tlie Ocean, 

At first like a darkening fog-mist, 

But slowly, with colours distincter, 

Domes of churches and towers took substance*, 
And at last, sunny-bright, a whole city 
An old-world, Netherlands-city, 

Crowded with people— 
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l6yed men, clothed in black mantles, 
|1ft-$tarched white ruffs, and with chains of office, 
long swords, and with their long faces, 
Striding througli the great square and its bustle 
^ the courthouse up the hi^h staircase, 

> AO 

"'Wiere great stone statues of Kaisers 

sf \ I 

,Keep watch with their sceptres and swords. 

' N^ear by—before long rows of houses, 

JWith windows shining like mirrors, 

„>knd lime-trees cropped into cone-sliapes, 

^Wrik young maidens in rustling silk dresses- 
,’€|6nder girls with their fresh, rosy faces 
pfedftstly framed in quiet, black mobcaps, 
golden hair bursting from under; 
gay cavaliers, attired Spanish-fasliion, 

", Jiie strutting before them, and bowing 
^^Dames of advanced age, 

, jth dark dresses long out of fashion, 

,fWith prayer-book and rosary in hand, 
hastening with tripping steps 
;;^^wards the mighty Cathedral, 

on by the chime of the bells 
flie pealing tone of the organ. 

I am seized with great horroi, 

;^|^ulig from that distant clang • 

VWIl^endless longing, profoundest pity 
‘ S^tareams into my heart— 

heart which is yet scarce healed— 
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I feel as though all its wounds 
Had been kissed by my dear one’s lips. 

And so set bleeding again— 

Bleeding hot, red, blood-drops— 

And that these long and slowly trickle 
On an old house there below 
111 the city down in the Ocean— 

On an old high-gabled house, 

Which lies desolate, void of all dwellers. 

Except that at one lower window 
There sits a maiden, 

With her head bent down on hei arm, 

Like a poor and forgotten child— 

"Ah ’ well 1 know thee, poor, forgotten child t 
Ill such depths, as deep as Ocean, 

Thou hidst thyseli from me, 

Only 111 childish temper, 

But could st no more emerge. 

And there thou sat’st a stranger ’mid strange people, 
Whole centuries ii seemed. 

While I, with my soul full of pain. 

Was seeking thee, the wide world ov(’r, 

And always seeking but thee, 

Thou ever-beloved— 

Ixnig lost, 

But found in the end. 

Yes, I have found then*, again can I gaze on 
Thy fair, sweet face, 


o 
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Thy wise, true eyes, 

Thy dearly-loved smile— 

-^nd ne'er will I lose thee again. 

I will come down in the deep to thee, 

And with arms far-extended 
I will rush to thy lieart.” 

But just in the nick of time 
The captain caught me by tlie leg, 

And dragged me away from the guiiwalt* 

And cried with an angry laugh, 

“Why, Doctor, the devil is in you 

II rriDFlCATlON 

But thou stay deep in ocean. 

Thou crazy dream, 

Which with false bliss through many a night 
Didst torture m old tune my heart, 

And like a sea-spectre now 
Threaten'st me even in brilliant noontide 
Eemaiii thou deep-sunken for evermore' 

Yet more will 1 hurl to thee into the deep - 
All my transgressions and sorrows, 

And the cap and bells ot my folly 
Which so long round my head have jingled, 
Aj;id hypocrisy’s serpent skin, 

Slimy and chill, 

Which so long hath twisted about my spirit, 
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My wounded spirit, 

Denier of God, denier of Angels, 

My ill-starred soul. 

Yo ho ! Yo ho ! The wind is here ! 

Up with our sails * They flutter and swell; 
Over the waters, so smooth and deadly. 
Speeds the good ship, 

And the soul in her freedom rejoices 

12 . PEACE. 

High in Heaven the sun was standing, 

The white clouds billowy around him. 

The sea was calm, 

And musing T lay at the stern of our vessel, 
Musing and dreaming, and half in waking 
And half in sleep, I gazed on Christua, ' ■ ] 

Itedeemer of Man! 

In snowy flowing garments, 

Giant-hke strode he afar 
Over land and sea. 

His head reached up to the welkin; 

His hands were stretched in blessing, 

And as his heart did he bear 
The sun itself in his bosom, 

The sun ablaze and eiicrimsuiied, 

And the blazing, crimsoning sun-heart ‘ 
Poured forth his rays of mercy, 

And his gracious love-bearing beams 
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'Q[llulning and waimiiig, 

Over land and sea 

Bdlls resounding ditw us solemnly, 

Hither and thitln 1 diew ns like sw ins 
With bands of loses diew our gliding '^hip 
And drew it spoitne to shores of veidnrc, 

Where men wdt dwtllmg 111 luany-towued 
And lofty citii s 

Oh, inarvi 1 of calm ' Still 1 ly the town 
The dull, hei\> sound of its tiadt 
The clatter ind fev(r were over, 

And through the clcan-swcpt echoing street \va}s 
White-vestured men eiowdtd lo^ethi r 
Bearing palm-br mclies 
And wheie two eami together 
Each gazed on each in eomiu niioii 
And quiAeriiig with lo\e ind a sweet selt-m gition 
" Elissed on the blows one another 
And gazed up on high 
To the Savioui’s glowing suii heait 
Which shed on its rays its eiimsoning blood 
ijlladly atoning, 

And rapt in three-fold bliss the} cried 
Blessed be Jesu Christ' 

What wouldst not thou ha\e ‘^iven 
To have evolved such a vision 
< Dearly beloved ? 
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0 thou of feeble head and loins 
And of mighty faith ^ 

Thou, who honouring the Trinity in Unity, 

And daily beslavering 

Tliy great patroness’ pug and her cross and her paw, 
Hast crawled devoutly upward 
To sit in the seats of the mighty — 

Hofrath, dustizrath, and linally Privy Councillor 
In that virtuous city, 

Famed for its sand and its })iety 
Where Sprea, the holy river, 

Patiently washes the souls and waters the tea of the 
faithful. 

Dearly beloved. 

Thou hadst forthwith oilerod it for sale 
In the highest quarters. 

Thy pallid, blinking face 

Had 1)6611 transfused with modest rai)ture , 

Hei Serenity 

Had sunk on her knees with tliee, 

And her eye, rolling in pious ecstasy. 

Had held out sweet promise 
Of additional income— 

Some hundred Prussian thalers— 

And, folding thine hands, thou had’st stammered: 
Plessed be Jesus Christ’*' 


o 
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I. HATL TO THE SEA» 

Thalatta. ’ Thalatta' 

Oh, let me hail thee, eternal sea! 

Oh, let me hail thee ten thousand tinier 
From spirit exulting, 

As once thou wast haiUd by 

Ten thousand hearts of Hellas 

Struggling with miseiy, yearning tor home delights, 

World-renowned hearts of Hellas. 

The billows were heaving, 

Were heaving and roaring; 

And freely the sun poured upon them 
Its radiance of rose and of opal 
Startled, the flocks of sea swallows 
Fluttered afar, loud-screaming, 

The war steeds were stamping, the bucklers were 
clanging, 

And a cry like the shouting of conquerors arose : 
Thalatta! Thalatta ’ 
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Oh, let me hail ihec, eternal sea * ^ 

The speerh ot my coiiutiy I hear in thy waters', 

Like dieanis of my childhood once inoic I see spafktill^ 
The surging lealin of thy waves, 

And meinoiy tells me once more the old story 
Of all the exquisite toys thou dost cheiish, 

Of all the blight dizzlins; gifts of Lhiistmas, 

Of all the seal let blanches of coral 

Oold-fashcs, penis, ind many hued shells 

Which thou secictly hoardest 

In th) deep, tianspuciil ci}stil house 

Ah, 111 stixii^c lands how 1 languished in desolation 1 

Like I poor faded 11 owe i 

Enclosed in the /me of a botanist s vasculum, 

My heart lay dead in iii} bicast 
I feel like one who thiuugh long months of winter 
Has waited hopeless in the dirk oick-chaniber, 

And who against hope oiici moic issues forth. 

For dx//lmg theie shines foith to meet me 
Spnng decked with emeralds, loused by the sanbdan)3» 
Whilst snow-while the blossoming truit^tr^^ 
whisper, 

And newly-boiii floweis gi/e on me 
Witli eyes ot coloui ind peifunie, 

And all things iie scent and music soft breath ApO, 
laughter, 

And the birds sing aloud iii the blue of the heav6llB| 
ThnbitLi ’ fhalatta* 
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^I^X^^etreatiug, ycc undaunletl! 

how oft, to thy cost 
I^Svtjak'barian maids of the North liUiid press on ihee 
large and victorious eyes 
shot forth flame-bearing arrows, 
harsh wDrds, curved like scimitars, 
threatened to tear my breast asunder, 

®i$T beat on my poor bemused bi am 
f^)jh dainty small cuneiform notes 

I upheld my shield against them, 
p|^{^rts came hissing, the blows craslied cleaving, 
title barbarian maids of the North Land 
me slow to the sea, 

^ell-loved, rescuing sea, 

Thalatta! Thalatta! 



if 


1^1 \ 


^ , 2. STOKM 

i 

H^ftyi|.y lies on the ocean the toni])e&t, 

through the sombre rampart ol clouds 
D^ts the. forked lightning Hash, 

illuming, vanishing sudden, 
like a shaft from the brain of Kroiiion. 

the heaving, desolate waters 
^ip<?>ai6i‘the thunder afar, 

^ I ♦ 

white glancing manes of the coursers leap up 
the North-wind begot 
ravishing mares of Erichthon 
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The flocks of wild sea-birds flutter in terror 
Like shades of the dead at the Styx, 

Whom Charon repels from his iii^ht-hued skiff. ^ 

Poor little, light-hearted boat. 

Dancing out yonder an evil dance ^ 
yEolus sends thee the nimblest of comrades, 
Who wildly tune up for the merriest reels. 

And one pipes shrill, and one drones deep, 

And a tliird scrayies on the dull bass viol. 

And the staggering seaman stands by the helm . 
And fixes his constant eyes on the compass, 

The tremulous soul of his vessel, 

And easts uj) to Heaven his hands in entreaty: 
“0 (vast 01, thou horseman heroic, preserve me, 
And thou, l^ollux, great prince of the bruisers! ” 

3. WEECKKl). 

Hope, hope and love, all shattered for ever! 
And 1 lie, like a corpse I lie here. 

Cast out by the sea 111 its wrath. 

Oil the shore J am 1 } iiig— 

The barren, naked shore 

lie fore nu* tumbles the waste of waters; ® 

Uehind me lie only misery and sorrow. 

And high overhead the clouds are floating, 
Grey, shapeless daughters of air. 
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up the water in l)uckets of mist 
the ocean, 

J^nd*toilsomely drag it and drag it, 

*^nd again pour it fortli to the sea- 
A wearisome, sorrowful task, 

And useless as is my life. 

The Waves are murmuring, the sea-gulls sliiielang. 
Old recollections breathe on me anew ; 

Jhreams long forgotten, forms that have faded. 

Full of sweet torment they rise up again 

♦ ♦ *■ 

.. j ' 

There dwells far ^^oith a woman. 

Affair woman, royally fair. 

:Slender and tall as a cypress, clad 
In raiment of dazzling white; 

The raven mass of tresses, 

Dark as a night of bliss, streams downwaid 

the proud head, crowned by «i coil of braids 
Enframing softly, sweetly as in diearns, 

S'he face so pale and tender; 

And'from the face so pale ainl tcndei 
.Shines forth an eye large and subduing 
As might be a black sun. 

’X)h,»thou black sun! how many a time 
^lEcatatic did I drink from thee 

5i.' , , 

'iThe untamed lire of inspiriition, 

' YOL. IX. 


K 
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And stood and staggered,drunk with flaming fire; 
Then hovered a smile of dove-like gentleness 
On the stately curve of tlie haughty lips; 

And the stately curve of the haughty lips 
Breathed out words sweet as moonlight 
And soft as tlie breatli of roses— 

And lo! my s})irit spread her wings. 

And, eagle-like, Hew up to very heaven ! 

Silence, ye waves and ye sea-gulls ^ 

For all IS lied ; 

Jjove, too, and hope ’ On the shore J am lying, 

A shipwrecked, desolate man, 

And my burning fuce I l>ury 
In the wet sea-sand. 


4 SUN-SET 
Beautiful, peaceful, 

The Sun has now dipj)ed again to the sea. 
Already the heaving waters are tinged 
With the deepening night. 

Only the evening crimson 

Still scatters sjiarks as of golden tapers, 

And the mighty force of the tide, 

Drives to shore all thvi snowy surf-waves 
Which hurry on, hasty and gleeful. 
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Like flocks of woolly lambkins 

Which, as the night falls, whistling, the shepherd 

Drives to their fold. 

“ How lovely the sun is! ” 

Thus spoke my friend after a long-drawn silence, 
Wandering along t.he shore with me; 

And joking half, and half in sadness. 

He thus assured me “ A lovely girl 
Is the Sun, who, loving honours and lucre, 

Has wedded the hoar Sea-God. 

The livelong day she wanders, rejoicing, 

High in the skies, arra} ed in purple. 

And blazing with brilliants, 

Beloved of all, admired of all men, 

And of all things created. 

Gladdening the hearts of all cieaLures around her 
With the light and warmth of her glances; 

But with the nightfall, cheerless, a victim 
Must she return again 
To the watery home, to the bairen arms 
Of her hoary old spouse.” 

“Trust me! ” added my friend. 

Laughing and sighing, and laughing again, 
“fTheirs is the tenderest mariiage > 

For either they slumber or they are quarrelling, 
Till even here loud trembles the sea. 
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And the seaman hears in the echoing wavesr, 
How the old fellow scolds his wife: 

"Thou round luiiveisdl liar lot! 
iladiiint wanton! 

The whole long day glowing for others, 

]^ut at night only weary and icy for me ! * 

And after much curtain-lecturing, 

As matter of course, the haughty Sun 
Hursts forth into weeping, her misery bewailing; 
Wails such a weary time that the Sea-God, 
Desperate, ]ea])s from his bed on a sudden, 

(^uiclv swimming up to the ocean-surface 
Jbor air, to recover his senses. 

Twas thus 1 belield him only last night. 

Issuing breast-high from the waters. 

He woie just a jacket of yellow flannel, 

With It a nightcap wliite as a lily, 

Above Ins witheied face ” 


5 THE SONG OF THE OCEANIDES. 

As evening tails it dimmer grows at sea. 

And alone, witli his own lonely spirit, 

> There sits a man upon the naked sea-shore. 
And gazes, with death-cold look, aloft 
To the wide and death-cold vault of heaven; 
And gazes abroad on the wide-i oiling sea. 
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through air his sighs go forth, 
return again disconsolate 
For they found that the heait was tight-barred 
ftt which they had hoped to anchoi. 

And he groaned so loud, that the white SLiine\\s 
Were scared from their nests in the sea-sand, 

And fluttered in sw.irms around him, 

And thus he spoke to them in jesting accents 
You black-legged sea-fowl 
You with white wings, floating o\cr the ocean, 
JYouwith cuived beaks sucking-in the bca-watei. 

And gorging the oil}, fat seal-llesh 
-Your life is bittei, as is }oui diet 
While I, the high-tavouied, taste nothing but sweetness 
I taste the sweet breath ot th<^ rose, 

Th0 bride of the nightingale, fed on the moon&liim 
I taste, too, all sorts ol sugaiy confections, 

Filled with the softest ol whipped cicam 
And the sweetest of all that 1 ta^te is 
Sweet love, and its tondei 1 etui 11 ’ 

She loves me > she loves me ’ the beautiful maiden ' 
She stands now, at home, at the oriel window, 

Atiii pfeers through the twilight afar down the causeway, 
‘lind is listening and longing—for me, 1 am certain ^ 
Vainlj she gazes all round, and then such a Sigh 
comes, 

And sighing she passes down into the garden, 

And saunters midst perfume and moonlight 
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And talks to the flowers, and is telling them 
How lovely I am—her belov’d one— 

And how worthy of love—I am certain. 

And after, in bed, in her sleep, in her dream, 

My dear image hovers around her. 

And even at morning—at breakfast, 

Upon the shining bread and butter. 

She sees my countenance smiling, 

And she eats it all up out of love—I am certain.” 

So he went on chattering and chattering, 

And in pauses the seamews kept sbnlling 
A cold, ironical snigger. 

The grey mists of twilight were rising 
From a dark blue cloud-bank, and eerily 
Peeped out the yellow-green moon ' 

Hoarsely the sea-waves arc roaring, 

And deep from the hoarse-roaring sea, 

Mournful as storm-blast m darkness, 

Sounds the song of the daughters of Ocean, 

The lovely, the pitiful sea-nymphs. 

And clear above all the voice, so sweet-sounding, 
Of the silvery-footed consort of Peleus. 

And they sigh, and they sing: 

‘ 0 thou fool, thou fool, thou boastful fool! 
Tortured by doubt and anguish! 

From henceforth thy hopes all are slaughtered* 
Those children thy fond heart has dandled, 
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ik.nd, like Niobe’s, tby heart, too, alas ’ 
p^irns to stone from sorrow ' 

In thy brain there is Night, 

And the lightnings of madness dart through it, 

And thou boas test in anguish. 

'0 fool, thou fool, thou boastful fool - 
Stiff-necked art thou, like thy grandsire, 

The lofty Titan, who stole heaven’s fire 
From the Oods, and gave it to men, 

And vulture-tormented, and chained to the rocks, 
Hurled scorn at Olympus, defied it, and groaned 
Till we heard him in depths of the (feenn, 

And came to his comfort with song. 

0 fool, thou fool, thou boastful fool' 

But thou art far weaker than he, 

And Twere wise did’st thou honour the Oods. 

And bear in patience thy misery’s burden • 

Bear it in patience for long, and yet longer, 

Till Atlas himself shall lose patience, 

And pitch off’ the load of tlie woild from his shoulders 
Into Night’s chaos eternal ’ ” 

So sounded the song of the daughters of Ocean, 

The lovely, the pitiful sea-nymphs. 

Till'the waves sounded louder and drowned it. 
The^oon hid herself in the doud-bank, 

And night yawned around me. 

Full long sat I there in the darkness, and wept 
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6. THE GODS OF GEEECE. 

0 full-blooming Moon! how m thy light 
Like a flood of molten gold the sea sparkles! 

The clearness of day, touched with twilight enchanted,' 
Broods over the far-spread plain of the sea-sands. 

On the clear-blue, starless heavens 
Hover the snow-white clouds, 

Like to colossal statues of Gods, 

Of white, gleaming marble 

No—nevermore—no clouds are there yonder! 

'Tis themselves I behold, the great Gods of Hellas, 
Who once held sway o’er the world, rejoicing, 

But now, expelled and extinguished, 

Purposeless wander, shadowy, gigantic, 

On the midnight vault of the heavens. 

Marvelling, strangely bedazzled, 1 am watching 
This aerial Pantheon, 

These solemnly silent, weirdly unresting 
Shapes of the giants. 

There, there is Kronion, the king of Heaven; 
Snow-white fall the locks from his head, 

^ ' L 

The world-renowned locks which made tremble' 
Olympus, - : 

Quenched is the lightning he grasps in his hand ; ^ 
Sorrow and misery brood on his features, 
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the ancient pride still reigns there. 
\®OSe.were far happier days, 0 Zeus, 
i^eif thou rejoicedst with rapture celestial, 

\5?^ith striplings and nymphs and a thousand offerings ’ 
But even the Gods do not govern for ever, 

I ^‘3'he younger will drive forth the elder, 

thou thyself didst drive thy hoary father, 

And all the brood of thy Titan uncles, 

‘Jupiter Parricida! 

,^ee too, 1 know, 0 haughty 11 era ! 

V ■* 

of thy jealous teirors and strivings, 

'JTcrw has another won from thee the sceptre, 

And thou art no longer (j)ueen of Heaven . 

And fixed is thy large, bright eve, 

And those lily arms of thim*. are powerless. 

j 

And never again will thy vengeance* 

Strike the god-impiegnated virgin, 

Nor'the wondei-working son of the gods 

Thee too I know, O Pallas Athene ’ 

, With thy shield and thy wisdom, how didst thou fail 
% 

To save the Gods from their downfall ? 

1 •(* 

;Ai!^ thee too 1 know, Aphrodite, 

IGoidnn in old time, in these days silver! 

.Stilly still art thou decked with thy girdle’s witchery, 
'^nt now thy beauty thrills me with horror; 

’sKouldst thou vouchsafe me the joy of thine 
exquisite body, 
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As to SO many heroes, terror would slay me. 

A corpse-like (goddess seem’at thou to me, 

Venus Libitina! ** 

The terrible Ares yonder 

No longer casts eyes of desire upon thee. 

And sad is the gaze of Phtebns Apollo, 

The stripling. Mute is the lyre 

Which made glad music at the banquet of Gods 

Still sadder the gaze of llephnestus, 

Nevermore in sooth will the lamester usurp 
Hebe’s office, and pour out 
The e.\(imsite nectar. Silent and quenched 
Is the Gods’ irrepressible laughtei. 

Ye Gods, I have never loved you ■ 

For ever the (rreeks were ie])ulsive U) me, 

And even the Homans also I loathe. 

But sacred compassion and shuddering })ity 
Stream through my heart, 

When now I see you there above me, 

Gods, but deserted, 

Faded, night-wandering shadows, 

Feeble as mists which tlie wind drives before it; 
And when I think how craven and windy 
Those new Gods are who overcame you,— 

Gods new, overbearing, yet doleful, 

Malignant, yet wearing the sheepskin of lowliness 
Then am I filled with glowing wrath ’ 
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And fain would I break their new-raised temples, 
And battle for you, ye Gods of the old times, 

For ^ou and your valid ambrosial Ilight, 

And again at your altars exalted, 

Fair once more, and fragrant with offerings, 

I myself would kneel and woiship, 

And lift up my arms in entreaty 
Yet thro’ all time, ye Gods of the past, 

Ye in the struggles of men have evei- 

Banged all your strength on the side of the victois. 

But Man is of loftier spirit than you. 

And now in this struggle of ({ods L take part 
With the Gods who are vanquished. 


Thus I exclaimed And the liriglit flush of shame 
Sped o’er the pallid shapes in the ch)ud-land, 

And they gazed as m death-throes upon me, 
Sorrow-transfigured, and vanished. 

The Moon hid herself then 

Behind vapours that surged up more darkly, 

Loudly murmured the sea, 

And the eternal stars came fortli victorious in Heaven. 
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7. QUESTIONINGS. 

At night by the sea, the wide-stretching sea, 

Stands a youthful nian, 

His brain is all doubt, his lieait all sorrow, 

With sad lips, the waves he gloomily questions ; 

“ The riddle of life, oh, solve me, 

Tormenting primeval riddle, 

Which so many heads have pondered 
Heads in hieroglyphical caps. 

Heads both in turbans and black birettas, 
Powdered, wigged heads, and a thousand other 
Sweating, hard-working, })oor liuman heads. 

Say—What is the meaning of man ^ 

Say whence he has come and whither he goes. 

Who dwells up above the gold sturs of heaven ? ” 

Their murmur the waters arc ceaselessly murmuring, 
The wind gently stirs, the cloudlets are floating, , 

The bright stars are twinkling, indiJI'erent, cold— 

And a Fot)l waits for answer 

8. THE PHIENIX. 

There conies on wide wings a bird from the Wesf^atA. 
He flies to Eastward, 

To his garden holne in the Orient, 

Where grow the spices, perfumed, luxuriant, 

And palm trees rustle and springs shed freshness, 
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, flying) the wonder-bird is singing • 
loves him ! She loves him! ” 

• r 

bears in her little heart his image, 

'She bears the sweet and deep-hidden secret, 
^Alid herself knows not! 

, ,But in her dream before her he stands, 


'.She kisses his hands with beseeehmg and weeping, 
i ^And calls him by name . 



And calling she wakes, and she lies in terror, 

And passes fair hands o'er fair eyes in aiiia/einent. 


' “She loves him' She loves him ’ ” 


^Qainst the mainmast reclined on the high (piarter-deek, 
stood and I marked the song of the bird. 

Like coursers dark-green, with slWer manes streaming, 
Leapt on ahead the white-crested waters, 

Like trains of swans there came drifting past us 
^ith sails white and gleaming the Heligolandin-s, 

'The bold nomad race of the IS’crili Sea 
" In the eternal blue overhead 


Floated the glimniering clouds, 

'Aiid the sun in his glory eternal, 

'^The rose of the lieavens, a llower of fire, 

,s3frhich joyous the ocean was mirroiiiig. 

And the heaven and the sea, and the heart in my breast 


B^peated and echoed : 

'“li'-She loves him! She loves him 


I 

I 
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cj.* SEA-SICKNESS. 

Tlie iillernooii clouds, all darkly, 

Sink deeper over the Sea: 

And the Sea rises darkly against them; 

While the ship races through in their midst. 

Seasick, there 1 sat by the mast all alone, 

And many rellections T made on myself, 

Primitive, ash-grey reilections— 

Itesembling in this Father Lot’s, 

Who. after enjoyment of too much good cheer, 

Found himself trulv in evil case. 

% 

Meanwhile I muse upon far-away legends: 

How ])ilgrim Crusaders of old time, 

On a stormy scfi voyage, the comforting image 
Would kiss, with faith in the holy Madonna: 

How knights to get comfort, when tossed on 
the ocean. 

The glove of their mistress, so dear to their heart, 
Would press to their lips, and straight be consoled. 
While I’m sitting here, and am sulkily chewing 
An ancient herring, that salt consolation 
For a man with hot copjiers or down with the 
^ horrors. 

All the time, the ship is battling « 

With the wildly-swelling flood, 

Like prancing war-horse, rearing now 
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On her stern till the rudder cracks, 

Then plunging her bows down again 
In the howling watery gulf, 

Then again, as if happy and languid with bliss, 
She strives to lay herself down 
On the dark bosom of some giant wave, 

That comes mightily roaring onward. 

And suddenly rushes upon us, 

A wild sea-cataract, seething and simuieriiig, 

That has covered me over with foiini. 

This tottering, and whirling, and tossing. 

1 cannot endure it ’ 

In vain my eye strains eagerly, seeking 
The German coast. All alas > is yet water, 

And water again—tompestuous w'ater ’ 

As the win ter-traveller at evening longs 
For a comforting hot cup of tea, 

So now is longing my heart after thee, 

My German fatherland ’ 

For evermore be thy sweet soil covered 
With madness, hussars, and bad veises. 

And tepid, dull little pamphlets! 

For evermore may thy zebras 

Gorge upon roses, instead of on thistles ' 

For evermore may thy liigh-born monkeys ^ 

• Flaunt and preen themselves in leisured splendour, 
And think themselves better than all of the other 
Commoner cattle so tardy of movement ’ 
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Evermore may thy Snails’ Assembly 
1 lold themselves as immortal, 

Hecause their pace is so tardy— 

And every day may they put to the vote 
“ Whether the cheese beloiij^s or not to the 
maggots,” 

i\nd spend a long time in consulting 
“How to improve the shee])-breed of Egypt/’ 

That so their wool may grow better, 

And the shepherd be able to shear ibem like 
otliers, 

Without any difference— 

Evermore may injustice and folly 

Cover thee wholly, 0 Cermany!- 

yet in spite of all do I long for thee, 

For at least thou art ferret firma. 


lo. IN rOliT 

Happy the man who has got into harbour, 

V 

And left far behind him the sea, and the tempests, 
And now is seated, warm and tranquil. 

In the jolly town-cellar at Bremen 

See how pleasant and lovely the world 
Mirrors itself in the magic beaker; 

And how the ripping microcosmus 
Warmly streams into the thirsty heart! 
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All things see I in the glass, 

Stories of ancient and modern nations, 

Turks and Greeks, and Hegel and Gans; 
Lemon-groves, and parades of Ciuards. 

Berlin and Schilda and Tunis and Hamburg, 

But before all things, the face of my dear one, 

Her angeFs head on the Khiiie-wino-gold background. 

Oh, how lovely, how lovely thou art, dear! 

Thou art like a rose! 

Not like the rose of Schiraz, 

The nightingale’s bride, whom Hafiz has sung! 

Not like the rose of Shaion, 

The sacred purple flower, renowned of the prophets ^ 
Thou art like the Eose in the Bremen town-cellar ^ 
That is the Eose of all roses! 

The older she grows the more lovely blooms she. 

And her heavenly perfume, it has entranced me, 

It has inspired, and it has o’ercome me; 

And had 1 not been held fast by the hair of my head, 
By the town-cellar’s master at Bremen, 

I should have been done for! 

Thou worthy man! We were sitting together, 

And drinking like brothers; 

We were speaking of high confidential concerns,# 
And we sighed as we sank in each other’s arms, 

And he made me a convert to Love’s own religion , 

I drank to the health of my bitterest foe, 

VOL. IX. s 
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And all the bad poeta forgave I, 

As I hope I one day may myself be forgiven, 

And I wept from pure fervour; and lastly, ' ' 
The gates of bliss opened before me, 

Where the twelve Apostles, those casks full of saint¬ 
hood 

Preach, although silent, yet plain to the reason 
Of every people. 

There are men for you! 

Their outside is plain, in their rough wooden doublets; 
But within they are fairer and brighter 
Than all the proud Temple Levites, 

Q’han all the attendants and courtiers of Herod, 
Tricked out with gold, and clothed in purple! 

But have I not always said— 

And that, not among quite common people— 

No • ill the very best society— 

“ May the King of Heaven live for ever *" 

Hallelujah ! how sweetly wave o*er me 
The palm-trees of Bethel! 

How balmy the myrtles of Hebron! 

How the Jordan is roaring and reeling for joy; 

My immortal soul tor is reeling, 

And I^m reeling with it, and reeling. 

- The worthy town-cellar’s master of Bremen 
Carries me up the steps into daylight, 
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Thou worthy town-cellar’s master of Ihomen, 
Dost see, sitting there on the roofs of the houses, 
The Angels, drinking and singing ? 

The glowing sun, up above there*, 

Is only a red grog-blossomed nose— 

The nose of the Weltgeist— 

And round the red nose of the Weltgeist, 

The whole drunken world is a-spinning! 


Tiiifi Epiloguk 

Even as ears of t]i(3 wheat in wheat-fields, 

So flourish and sway in the spirit of man 
Thoughts and fancies 

But the tenderest fancies and iln'u<:hts are 
Thoughts of love, liice the llowers unioiigst them, 
Flowers, blue and scarlet. 

Flowers, blue and scarlet! 

The reaper disdainful rejects you as woithli'ss, 
Stout ashen flails will descend on you mocking 
Even the penniless wanderer 
Whom your loveliness charms and inspirits. 
Shaking his head. , 

Calleth you slight, pretty weeds 
But the poor village maiden, 

Twining her wreaths for the fete 
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Will gather and guard you; 

Decks with your beauty her fair young tresses, 
And brightly adorned hastes to the dancing. 

Where fluting and fiddling sound gaily; 

Or to the silent copses, 

Where the voice of her dearest sounds yet more 
delicious 

Than fluting and fiddling. 



ON THE HARIJENBERG 


Risk af^aiii, ye ancient visions, 

I^et thy hearths gates wide be set, 
For th(i joy that song awakens. 

For the tears of soft r('gret- 

Through the iir-trees let me wander, 
Where the imirry brooklet springs. 
Where the stately red tieer loiter, 
Where the darling throstle sing*^. 

Let me climb the lofty mountains 
To the crag’s stupendous height 
Where the castle’s dim giey mins 
Rear themselves in morning’s light 

I will rest awhile in silence. 

Thoughtful of their ancient day. 

Of old races once so mighty 
Of old splendours passed away 
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Grass o’ergrows the ancient tilt-yard 
Where once charged tJie haughty knight, 

Who subdued the bravest hero, ^ 

And bore off the prize of fight 

Ivy creeps along the dais 

Where once beauty gave the prize, 

V’^anquishing the haughty victor 
With the lustie of her eyes. 

Woo for victor and for victress, 

Both o’ercoine by death’s keen thrust; 

He, tlie bloodless knight sc.ythe-einhlemed, 
Lays all mortals in the dust. 
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